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N? writings of this kind ever had a better claim to the in- 
dulgence of the public, than the following poems; 
this collection is publiſhed not only without the authors 3 


ſent, but without his knowledge, and therefore in juſtice to 
him, the editors muſt take upon themſelves any faults or im- 


perfections that may be found in ĩt. 


It is hoped, that the many beauties of language and ſen- 
timent which appear in this little volume, and the fine ge- 
nius the author every where diſcovers, will make it accep- 
table to every reader of taſte,and will in ſome meaſure attone 
for our preſumption in preſenting the publick with poems, 
of which none have had the author's finiſhing hand, and ma- 
ny of them only firſt eſſays in his early youth. 

One inducement to print them, was to draw from the 
author a more perfect edition, when he returns to this 
country, and if our faulty attempt ſhall be the occaſion of 
producing a work that may be an honour to this part of the 
kingdom, we ſhall glory in what we have done. 

What brought us at firſt to think of this little undertaking 
was the concern ſome of the author's friends expreſs'd to 
us, at the imperfect edition of his noble poem of ConTEM- 
PLATION lately publiſhed from an incorrect manuſcript ; 
this determin'd us to give an edition of it, leſs unworthy of 
the author, and to join to it every little pjece of his that had 
been printed at different times; and we prevailed likewiſe on 
a friend of his, tho? with ſome difficulty, to give us a ſmall 
number of pieces that had never before been printed, ſome 
of which had been handed about in manuſcript, and might 
have been printed with the tranſeribers errors by others. It 
is owing to the delicacy of this friend of the author's, that 
this edition is not enriched with many original poems, and 
ſome beautiful tranſlations from Pindar and other ancient po- 
ets, both Greek and Roman, that are in his poſſeſſion, but 
which he would not permit to be publiſhed. 

Glaſgow, December 21. 1742, 
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N. B. Theſe mark'd with a ſtar were never before prin- 


ee 
YOUNG LADY. 


WITH THE FOLLOWING 


POE M. 


' EAD here the pangs of unſucceliful love, 
View the dire ills the weary ſufferers prove, 
When Care in every ſhape has leave to reign, 
And keener ſharpens ey'ry ſenſe of pain: 
No charm the cruel ſpoiler can controul, 
He blaſts the beauteous features of the ſoul; 


1 With various conffict rends the deſtin d breaſt, 


And lays th' internal fair creation waſte : ng 
The dreadful Daemon raging unconfin'd, : 
To his dire purpoſe bends the paſſive mind, 
Gloomy and dark the proſpect round appears, 
Doubts ſpring from doubts, and fears engender fears; 
Hope after hope goes out in endleſs night, 
And all is anguiſh, torture and affright. 

O! beauteous friend a gentler fate be thine; 
Still may thy ſtar with mildeſt influence ſhine ;- 
May heav'n ſurround thee with it's darling care, 
And make thee happy, as it made thee fair; 
That gave thee ſweetneſs, unaffected eaſe, 

The pleaſing look, that ne'er was taught to pleaſe, 

Genuine of charms, where falſhood claims no part, 

Which not alone entice, but fix the heart : | 
| * A 


- 


— 


2 TO A YOUNG LADY. 

And far beyond all theſe, ſupreme in place, | 
The virtuous mind, an undecaying grace. 

Still may thy youth each fond endearment prove 


Of tender friendſhip and complacent love; 
May Love approach thee, in the mildeſt dreſs, 
And court thee to domeſtic happineſs; 
And bring along the pow'r that only knows 


To heighten human joys and ſoften woes; 

For woes will be in life; theſe (till return, 

The good, the beauteous, and the wiſe muſt mourn : 
Doubl'd the joy that friendſhip does divide, 
Leſſen'd the pain when arm'd the ſocial fide : 

But ah! how fierce the pang, how deep the groan, 
When ſtrong affliction finds the weak alone! 
Then may a friend (till guard thy ſhelter'd days, 
And guide thee ſafe thro? Fortune's myſtic ways; 
The happy youth, whom moſt thy ſoul approves, 
Friend of thy choice and huſband of thy loves, 
Whoſe holy flame heav'ns altar does inſpire, 

That burns thro? life one clear unfully'd fire, 
A mutual warmth that glows from breaſt to breaſt, 
Who loving is belov'd and bleſſing bleſt. 

Then all the pleaſing ſcenes of life appear, 


The charms of kindred and relations dear, 


The ſmiling offspring, Love's far better part, 
And all the ſocial meltings of the heart: 
Then harlot Pleaſure, with her wanton train 
Seduces from the perfect ſtate in vain; 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 


In vain to the lock'd ear the Syren ſings, 
Wen Angels ſhadow with their guardian wings. 
Such, fair MO NIMIA, be thy facred lot, 
When ev'ry memory of him's forgot, 
Whoſe faithful Muſe infſpir'd the pious pray r, 
And weary'd Heav'n to keep thee in it's care; 
That pleas'd it would its choiceſt influence ſhow'r, 
Or on thy ſerious, or thy mirthful hour; 
That joy may grow on joy, and conſtant laſt, 
And each new day riſe brighter than the paſt; 
Conſpicuous known in ev'ry ſcene of life, 
The mother, ſiſter, daughter, friend and wife; 
Till late late be the hour thou yield'ſt thy breath, 
And ' midſt applauding friends retir'ſt to death; 
Then wake renew'd to endleſs happineſs, 
When Heav'n ſhall ſee that all was good, and bleſs, 
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CONTEMPLAT ION. 


Rurſuſque reſurgens 


1 


Virg. En. 4. 


Voice Divine, whoſe charmed ſtrain 


No mortal meaſure may attain, 
oO powerful to appeaſe the ſmart, 
That feſters in a wounded heart, 
Whoſe myſtic numbers can aſſwage 
The boſom of tumult'ous Rage, 
Can ſtrike the dagger from Deſpair, 
And ſhut the watchful eye of Care. 
Oft lur'd by thee, the joy of all, 
Hope comes unto the wretches call ; 
Exil'd by thee, and diſpoſſeſt 

Envy forſakes the human breaſt. 
Full oft with thee the bard retires, 
And loſt to earth, to heav'n aſpires; 
How nobly loſt! with thee to rove 
Thro' the long deepning ſolemn grove, 
Or underneath the moonlight pale, 
To Silence truſt ſome plaintive tale, 
Of nature's ills, and mankind's woes, 
While kings and all the proud repoſe; 
Or where ſome holy aged oak _ 

A ſtranger to the woodman's ſtroke ; 


CONTEMPLATION. 


From the high rocks aerial crown Þ— 
In twiſting arches bending down, 
Bathes in the ſmooth pellucid ſtream, 

Full oft he waits the myſtie dream 
Of mankind's joys right underſtood, 
And of the all prevailing good. 

Go forth invok'd, O Voice Divine! 
And iſſue from thy ſainted ſhrine; 
Go ſearch each ſolitude around, 
Where Contemplation may be found, 
Where'er apart the Goddeſs ſtands 
With lifted eyes and heaven-rais'd hands; 
If rear'd on Speculation's hill 
Her raptur'd ſoul enjoys it's fill 
Of far-tranſporting Nature's ſcene, 
Air, ocean, mountain, river, plain; 
Or if with meaſur'd ſtep ſhe go 
Where Meditation ſpreads below, 
In boſom'd vale her ample ſtore, 
Till weary Fancy can no more; 
Or inward if ſhe turn her gaze, 
And all th' internal world ſurveys; 
With joy complacent ſees ſucceed 
In fair array, each comely deed. 
She hears alone thy potent ſtrain, 
All other muſic charms in vain; 
In vain the ſprightly notes reſound, 
That from the guilded roofs rebound, 


6 C ONTEMPLAT ION. 
When the light - footed troops advance 
To form the quaint and orbed dance; 
In vain unhallow'd lips implore, 
She hearkens ſole to thy chaſte lore. 
Then bring the lonely nymph along, 
Obſequioas to thy muſe- like ſong ; 
Bid her to bleſs the ſecret bow'r 
And heighten Wiſdom's ſolemn hour. 
Bring Faith, endued with eagle eyes, 
That joins the earth to diſtant ſkies ; 
Bland Hope that makes each ſorrow leſs, 
Still ſmiling calm amidſt diſtreſs ; 
And her the meek-ey'd Charitie, 
Not leaſt, tho' youngeſt of the three. 
Then add warm Friendſhip to the train, 
Social, yielding and humane ; 
And, ſeldom on this earth ſurvey'd, 
Silence, ſober-ſuited maid, 
Knowledge the Sage, whoſe radiant light, 
Darts quick acroſs the mental night, 
And by his {ide advance the Dame 
All glowing with celeſtial flame, 
Devotion, high above that ſoars, 

And ſings exulting, and adores, 
Dares fix on heav'n a mortal's gaze, 
And triumph midſt the Seraph's blaze; 
Laſt to crown all, with theſe be join'd 
The decent Nun fair Peace of Mind, 


CONTEMPLATION. 7 


Whom Innocence e er yet betray'd, 

Bore young in Eden's happy ſhade: 

Reſign'd, contented, meek and mild 

Of blameleſs mother, blameleſs child. 
But from theſe *voods, O thou retire ! 

Hood-winkt Superſtition dire; 

Zeal that clanks her iron bands, 

And baths in blood her ruthleſs hands 


Far hence Hypocriſy away, 


With pious ſemblance to betray, 


Whoſe angel outſide fair, contains 

A heart corrupt, and foul with ſtains; 
Ambition mad, that ſtems alone | 
The boiſtrous ſurge, with bladders blown; 
Anger, with wild diſorder'd pace; 

And Malice pale of famiſh'd face; 
Loud-tongu'd Clamour, get thee far 
Hence, to wrangle at the bar; 

With opening mouths vain Rumour hung; 
And Falſhood with her ſerpent tongue; 

2X Revenge, her bloodſhot eyes on fire, 
And hiſſing Envy's ſnaky tire; 

With Jealouſy, the fiend moſt fell 

Who bears about his inmate hell ; 

Now far apart with haggard mien 

To lone Suſpicion liſtning ſeen, 

Now in a gloomy band appears 

Of ſhallow Doubts, and pale-ey'd Fears; 


8 CONTEMPLATTON. 
Whom dire Remorſe of giant kind 
Purſues with ſcorpion lafh behind : 

But chiefly Love Love far off fly, 

Nor interrupt my privacy; 
Contemplation's ſober car 

Diſdains thy ſyren ſong to hear; 

Then with thy treach'rous train begone, 
Contemplation comes anon. 

Now on the flow'ring turf I lye, 

My ſoul converſing with the ſky. 

Far loſt in the bewild'ring dream 

I wander o'er each lofty theme; 

Fain would I ſearch the perfe& laws 
That conſtant bind th' unerring cauſe ; 
Why all its children, born to ſhare 
Alike a fathers equal care: 

Some weep by partial Fate undone, 
The raviſh'd portion of a ſon; 

Whilſt he whoſe ſwelling cup o'erflows, 
Heeds not his faffring brothers woes; 
The good, their virtues all forgot, 
Mourn need ſevere, their deſtin'd lot; 
While Vice, invited by the great, 
Feaſts under canopies of ſtate. 

Ah! when we ſee the bad prefer'd, 
Was it eternal juſtice err'd? 

Or when the good could not prevail, 


How could almighty proweſs fail ? 


CONTEMPLATION. 9 

ZE When underneath the oppreſſor's blow 

Afflicted Innocence lyes low, 

nas not th' All-ſeeing eye beheld ? 

or has a ſtronger arm repell'd ? 

Next the bold enquiry tries, 

To trace our various paſſions riſe; 

This moment Hope exalts the breaſt, 

The next it ſinks by Fear depreſt; 

Now fierce the ſtorms of Wrath begin, 

Now all is holy calm within. 

How we in conſtant friendſhips join, 

How in conſtant hates combine; 

And how, in each unguarded part, 

M O NIMIA's form aſſails my heart. 
Ah me! what helpleſs have I ſaid? 

Unhappy by myſelf betray'd! 

I deem'd, but ah I deem'd in vain, 

From the dear image to refrain 

For when I fixt my muſing thought, 

Far on ſolemn views remote; 

When wandring in th' uncertain round 

Of mazy Doubt, no end I found; 

O my unbleſt and erring feet! 

What moſt I ſought to ſhun, ye meet. 

Come then my ſerious Maid again : 

Come and try another ſtrain ; 

Come and Nature's dome explore, \ 


Where dwells retir'd the Matron hoar 
B : 


vo CONTEMPLA TION. 


There her wondrous works ſurvey 
And drive th' intruder Love away. 

Tis done. Aſcending Heaven's hight 
Contemplation take thy flight : | 
Behold the Sun, thro* Heav'n's wide ſpace, 
Strong as a Giant, run his race: 

Behold the Moon, exert her light, 

As bluſhing bride on her love- night: 
Behold the ſiſter- ſtarry train, 

Her bride-maids, mount the azure plain. 
See where the ſnows their treaſures keep; 
The chambers where the loud winds ſleep ; 
Where the collected rains abide 

Till heav'n ſet all it's windows wide, 
Precipitate from high to pour 


And drown in violence of ſhow'r : 


Or gently ſtrain'd they waſh the earth 
And give the tender fruits a birth. 

See where Thunder ſprings his mine; 
Where the paths of lightning ſhine, 

Or tir'd thoſe hights ſtill to purſue, 
From heav'n deſcending with the dew, 
That ſoft impregns the youthful mead, 
Where thouſand flow'rs exalt the head, 
Mark how Nature's hand beſtows 
Abundant grace on all that grows, 
Tinges with pencil flow unſeen, 

The graſs that cloaths the valley green; 


CONTEMPLATION. 117 


Or ſpreads the tulip's parted ſtreaks, 

Or ſanguine dyes the roſe's cheeks, 

Or points with light MONIMIA's eyes, 

And forms her boſom's beauteous riſe. 
Ah! haunting Spirit, art thou there ? 

Forbidden in theſe walks t' appear. 

I thought, O Love! thou would'ſt diſdain 

To mix with Wiſdom's black ſtay'd train; 

But when my curious ſearching look, 

A nice ſurvey of Nature took, 

Well pleas'd the Matron ſet to ſhow 


Hler miſtreſs-work, on earth below. 


Then fruitleſs Knowledge turn aſide, 

What other art remains untry'd | 

This load of anguiſh to remove, 

And heal the cruel wounds of Love ? 

To Friendſhip's facred force apply 

That ſource of tenderneſs and joy, 

A joy no anxious fears prophane, 

A tenderneſs that feels no pain: 

Friendſhip ſhall all theſe ills appeaſe, 

And give the tortur'd Mourner eaſe, 

Th' indiſſoluble tye, that binds 

In equal chains, two ſiſter- minds. 

Not ſuch as ſervile int'reſts chuſe, 

From partial ends and ſordid views; 

Nor when the midnight banquet fires, 

The choice of wine-inflam'd deſires; - 
32 
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When the ſhort fellowſhips proceed, 
From caſual mirth and wicked deed; 
Till the next morn eſtranges quite 
The partners of one guilty night; 
But ſuch as judgment long has weigh'd 
And years of faithfulneſs have try'd, 
Whoſe tender mind is fram'd to ſhare 
The equal portion of my care, 
Whoſe thoughts my happineſs imploys 
Sincere, who triumphs in my joys, 
With whom in raptures I may ſtray, 
Thro? Study's long and pathleſs way, 
Obſcurely bleſt, in joys, alone, 
To the excluded world unknown. 
Forſook the weak fantaſtic train 
Of Flatt'ry, Mirth, all falſe and vain; 
On whoſe ſoft and gentle breaſt 
My weary ſoul may take her reſt, 
While the ſtill tender look and kind 
Fair-ſpringing from the ſpotleſs mind, 
My perfected delights enſure 
To laſt immortal, free and pure. 
Grant, Heav'n, if Heav'n means bliſs for me, 
MO NIMIA ſuch, and long may be. 
Here, here again!] how juſt my fear! 
Love ever finds admittance here; 
The cruel Spright intent on harm, 
Has quite diſſolv'd the feeble charm ; 
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CONTEMPLATION. 13 
Aſſuming Friendſhip's faintly guiſe, 
Has paſt the cheated Sentry's eyes, 
And once attain'd his helliſh end, 

IJ Diſplays the undiſſembled Fiend. 
O ſay! my faithful fair ally 
How did'ſt thou let the traitor by? 

I from the deſart bade thee come, 
lnvok'd thee from thy peaceful home, 
More to ſublime my ſolemn hour, 

And curſe this Daemon's fatal pow'r; 

| Lo! by ſuperior force oppreſt, 

Thou theſe three ſeveral times haſt bleſt. 

Shall we the magic rites purſue, | 

When Love is mightier far than thou ? 

Yes come, in bleſt inchantment {kill'd, 

Another altar let us build ; 

Go forth as wont, and try to find, 

| Where'er Devotion lyes reclin'd; 

Thou her fair friend, by Heav'n's decree, 

Art one with her and ſhe with thee. | 
Devotion come with ſober pace, 

Full of thought and full of grace; 

While humbled on the earth J lye, 

Wrapt in the viſion of the ſky, 

To noble heights and ſolemn views 

Wing my heay'n-aſpiring Muſe; 
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Teach me to ſcorn, by thee refin'd, 

The low delights of human kind: 

Sure thine to put to flight the boy 

Of laughter, ſport, and idle joy. 

O plant theſe guarded groves about, 

And keep the treach'tous Felon out. 
Now ſee! the ſpreading gates unfold, 

Diſplay'd the ſacred leaves of gold. 

Let me with holy awe repair, 

To the ſolemn houſe of prayer. 

And as I go, O thou! my heart, 

Forget each low and earthly part. 

Religion enter in my breaſt, 

A mild and venerable gueſt ! 

Put off in Contemplation drown'd, 

Fach thought impure in holy ground, 

And cautious tread with awful fear | 

The courts of Heav'n; for God is here. 

Now my grateful voice I raiſe. 

Ye Angels ſwell a mortal's praiſe, 

To charm with your own harmony, 

The ear of him who ſits on high. 

Grant me, propitious heav'nly Pow'r, 

Whoſe love benign we feel each hour, 

An equal lot on earth to ſhare, 

Nor rich, nor poor, my humble pray'r, 

Leſt I forget, exalted proud, 

The hand ſupreme that gave the good; 


conrTEM IAT ug. 


RE Leſt want o'er Virtue ſhould prevail, 


And I put forth my hand and ſteal ; 
But if thy ſov'reign will ſhall grant, 
The wealth I neither aſk nor want; 


May I the Widow's need ſupply, 


And wipe the tear from Sorrow's eye; 
May the weary wand'rers feet, 


From me a bleſt reception meet 


But if contempt and low eſtate 

Be the aſſignment of my fate, 

O] may no hope of gain entice 

To tread the green broad path of Vice. 
And bounteous O! vouchſafe to clear 
The errors of a mind ſincere. 

Illumine thou my ſearching mind, 
Groping after Truth and blind. 

With ſtores of Science be it fraught 
That Bards have dream'd, or Sages taught; 
And chief the heav'n-born ſtrain impart, 
A Muſe according to thy heart; 

That rapt in ſacred ecſtaſy, 

I may ſing and ſing of thee; 

Mankind inſtructing in thy laws, 

Bleſt Poet in fair Virtue's cauſe, 

Her former merit to reſtore . 

And make mankind again adore, 

As when converſant with the great, 

She fixt in palaces her ſeat. 
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Before her all- revealing ray, 
Each ſordid paſſion ſhould decay: 
Ambition ſhuns the dreaded Dame, 
And Þ pales his ineffectual flame; 
Wealth ſighs her triumphs to behold, 
And offers all his ſums of gold; 
# She in her chariot ſeen to ride, 
A noble train attend her ſide 2 
A Cherub firſt, in prime of years, 
The champion Fortitude appears; 
Next Temperance ſober Miſtreſs ſeen, 
With look compos'd and chearful mien 
Calm Patience ſtill victorious found, 
With never- fading glories crown'd, 
The good man's praiſe, the bad man's fears; 
| While chief in beauty as in place 
She charms with dear MONIMIA's prace. 
M O NIMIA ſtill! here once again 
O] fatal name. Oh dubious ſtrain ! 
Say heav'n-born Virtue, Pow'r Divine, 
Are all theſe various movements thine? 
Was it thy triumphs, ſole inſpir'd 
My ſoul to holy tranſports fir d: 
Or ſay do ſprings leſs facred move? 
Ah! much I fear, it's human love. 


+ See Hamlet, ee Charaftetiſticks vol. 2. page 252. 


CONTEMPLATION. 17 
Aas! the noble ſtrife is oer, 
ne bliſsful Viſions charm no more; 
far off the glorious rapture flown, 
MONIMIA rages here alone. 
In vain, Love's fugitive, I try 
From the commanding pow'r to fly, _ 
Tho' Grace was dawning on my ſoul, - 
= Poſleſt by Heav'n ſincere and whole | 
Yet ſtill in Fancy's painted cells 
The ſoul- inflaming image dwells. 
Why didſt thou, cruel Love, again 
Thus drag me back, to earth and pain? 
Well hop'd I, Love, thou would'ſt retire 
Before the bleſt Jeſſean Lyre. 
Devotion's harp would charm to reſt, 
The evil Spirit in my breaſt; 
But the deaf adder fell diſdains, 
Vnliſtning to the Chanter's ſtrains. 
Contemplation, baffled Maid, 
Remains there yet no other aid ? 
= Helpleſs and weary muſt thou yield 
| To Love ſupreme in ev'ry field ? 
Let Melancholy laſt engage, 
Rev'rend hoary-mantled Sage. 
Sure, at his fable flag's diſplay 
| Love's idle troop will flit away: 
8 
Silence, fad, forlom, and drear. 
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18 ' CONTEMPLATION. 
Haſte thee Silence, haſte and go, 
To ſearch the gloomy world below. 
My trembling ſteps O Sybil lead, 
Thro' the dominions of the dead: 
Where Care, enjoying ſoft repoſe, 
Lays down the burden of his woes; 
Where Meritorious-want, no more 
Shiv'ring begs at Grandeur's door; 
Unconſcious Grandeur, ſeal'd his eyes, 
On the mould'ring purple lyes. 

In the dim and dreary round, 

Speech in eternal chains lyes bound. 
And ſee a tomb, it's gates diſplaid, 
Expands an everlaſting ſhade. 

O ye inhabitants, that dwell 

Each forgotten in your cell, 

O ſay, for whom of human race 

Has fate decreed this hiding place? 
And hark! methinks a Spirit calls, 

Low winds the whiſper round the walls, 

A voice, the ſluggiſh air that breaks, 

Solemn amid the Silence ſpeaks. 

Miſtaken man thou ſeek'ſt to know, 

What known will but affli& with woe; 


There thy MONIMIA ſhall abide, 
With the pale Bridegroom reſt a bride, 
The wan aſſiſtants there ſhall lay, 
In weeds of death, her beauteous clay, 
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CONTEMPLATION. 
| O words of woe! what do I hear? 
: | What ſounds invade a Lover's ear? 
== Muſt then thy charms, my anxious care, 
The fate of vulgar beauty ſhare? 
Good Heay'n retard (for thine the pow'r) 
The wheels of time, that roll the hour. 
Yet ah! why ſwells my breaſt with fears ? 
Why ſtart the interdicted tears? 
Love doſt thou tempt again ? depart 
Thou Devil, caſt out from my heart. 
Sad I forſook the feaſt, the ball, 
The ſunny bow'r and lofty hall, 
And ſought the dungeon of deſpair; 
Yet thou overtakeſt me there. 
How little dream'd I, thee to find, 
In this lone ſtate of human kind? 
Nor Melancholy can prevail, 
The direful deed, nor diſmal tale: 
Hop'd I for theſe thou would'ſt remove? 
How near akin is Grief to Love? 
Then no more I ſtrive to ſhun | 
Love's chains: O Heav'n! thy will be done, 
The beſt Phyſician here I find, 
To cure a ſore diſeaſed mind, 
For ſoon this venerable gloom 
Will yield a weary ſufferer room ; 
No more a ſlave to Love decreed, 
| At eaſe and free among the dead. 
C2 
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Her beauties and my cares forgot. 


20  _CONTEMPLATION. 
Come then ye tears, ne'er ceaſe to flow, 


In full ſatiety of woe: 

Tho' now the Maid my heart alarms, 
Severe and mighty in her charms, 
Doom'd to obey, in bondage preſt, 
The Tyrant Love's commands unbleſt; 
Paſs but ſome fleeting moments o'er, 
This rebel heart ſhall beat no more; 
Then from my dark and cloſing eye, 
The form belov'd ſhall ever fly. . 


The Tyranny of Love ſhall ceaſe, 


Both laid down to ſleep in peace; 
To ſhare alike our mortal lot, 
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ANC, bright and winged Maid ! 
In thy night-drawn car convey d, 
O'er the green earth, and wide - ſpread main, 
A thouſand ſhadows in thy train, 
A vary d air-embody'd hoſt, 
To don what ſhapes thou pleaſeſt moſt; 
Brandiſh no more thy ſcorpion · ſtings 
Around the deſtin'd couch of Kings; 
Nor in rebellion's ghaſtly ſize 
A dire gigantic ſpectre riſe: 
Ceaſe, for a while, in rooms of ſtate 
To damp the ſlumbers of the Great; 
In Merit's lean-look'd form t appear, 
And hollow Traitor in their ear: 
Or Freedom's holier garb bely, 
While Juſtice grinds her ax faſt by: 
Nor o'er the Miſer's eye-lids pour 
The unrefreſhing golden ſhow'r; 
Whilſt, keen th' un- real bliſs to feel, 
His breaſt bedews the ruffian-ſteel. 
With theſe, (when next thou tak'ſ thy round). 


The thoughts of guilty Pride confound : 


33 * 


bs 1 8 4 \ « Fare 
—y Dy l 4 - 7 * 
e eee — by - 
2 a” EC RD ORD —_ 
— — VEENY ans — —— U 
— — — — 
_ . 


„„ eee 
— = 2 
FR < FRO PROS — 
5 3 — . DES a. > <p 
1 * . 
— a » - * — of a+ 1 


— 


— 3 


n 
N 


22 "DDE L 
Theſe ſwell the horrors and affright 


Of Conſcience” keen-condemning night. 
For this (nor, gracious Pow'r! repine) 
A gentler Miniſtry be thine : 

Whate'er inſpires the Poet's theme, 

Or Lover's hope-enliven'd dream. 

M O NIMIA's mildeſt form aſſume 


Spread o'er thy cheeks her youthful bloom 


Unfold her eyes unblemiſh'd rays, 
That melt to Virtue as we gaze; 
That Envy's guiltieſt wiſh diſarm, 
And view benign a kirfdred-charm : 
Call all the Graces from thy ſtore, 
*Till thy creative pow'r be o'er; 
Bid her each breathing ſweet diſpenſe, - 
And robe in her own innocence. 

My wiſh is giv'n: the ſpells begin; 
Th' ideal world awakes within 


The lonely void of ſtill repoſe 


Pregnant with ſome new wonder grows: 
See, by the twilight of the ſkies, 

The beauteous apparition riſe; 

Slow, in MO NIMIA's form, along 
Glides to the harmony of ſong. 

But who is he the Virgin leads, 
Whom high a flaming torch preceeds, 
In a gown of ſtainleſs lawn, 

Yer each manly ſhoulder drawn? 
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O DE I. 
Who, clad in robe of ſcarlet grain, 

The Boy that bears her flowing train? 

Behind his back a quiver hung, 

A bended bow acroſs is flung ; 

His head and heels two wings unfold, 

| The azure feathers girt with gold. 

Hymen ! tis he who kind inſpires 

Joys unfeign'd and chaſte deſires. 

And thou, of Love deceitful child! 

With tyger-heart, yet lamb-like mild, 

Fantaſtic by thyſelf, and vain, 

But ſeemly ſeen in Hymen's train; 
If Fate be to my wiſhes kind, 

O!] may I find ye ever join'd ; 

But if the Fates my wiſh deny, 

My humble roof come ye not nigh. 

The Spell works on: yet ſtop the dax 
While in the houſe of ſleep I ſtay. 
About me {wells the ſudden grove, 
The woy'n arbourette of Love; 
Flow'rs ſpring unbidden o'er the ground, 
And more than Nature plants around. 
Fancy, prolong the kind repoſe; 
Still, ſtill th* enchanting viſion glows ; 
And now I gaze o'er all her charms, 
Now ſink tranſported in her arms. 

Oh ſacred Energy divine ! | 
All theſe enraptur'd ſcenes are thine. 
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24 TO FANCY. 
Hail! copious ſource of pure delight; 
All hail! thou heaven-revealed rite; 
Endearing Truth thy train attends, 
And thou and meek-ey'd Peace are friends : 
Cloſer entwine the magic bow'r; 
Thick rain the roſe-empurpl'd ſhow'r : 
The myſtic Joy impatient flies 
Th* unhallow'd gaze of vulgar eyes. 
Unenvy'd let the rich and great 
Turmoil without, and parcel Fate, 
Indulging here, in bliſs ſupreme, 
Might I enjoy the golden dream : 
But, ah! the rapture muſt not ſtay; 
For ſee! ſhe glides, ſhe glides away. 
Oh Fancy! why did'ſt thou decoy 
My thoughts into this dream of Joy, 
Then to forſake me all alone, 
To mourn the fond deluſion gone? 
O ! back again, benign, reſtore 
The picur'd viſion as before. 
Yes, yes: once more I fold my eyes; 
Ariſe, ye dear deceits, ariſe. 
Ideas bland ! where do ye rove ? 
Why fades my viſionary grove? 
Ye fickle troop of Morpheus' train, 
Then will you, to the proud and vain, 
From me, fantaſtic, wing your flight, 
T' adorn the dream of falſe delight? 


ODE I. , 


But now, ſeen in MO NIMIA's air, 
Can you aſſume a form leſs fair, 
Some idle Beauty's wiſh finely; 
The mimic triumphs of her eye ? 
Grant all to me this live-long night, 
Let charms detain the riſing light; 
For this one night my liv'ries wear, 
And I abſolve you for the year. 


What time your poppy-crowned God 


Sends his truth-telling ſcouts abroad, 
Ere yet the cock to mattins rings, 
And the lark, with mounting wings, 
The ſimple village-ſwain has warn'd 
To ſhake off ſleep by labour earn'd; 
Or on the roſe's ſilken hem, 
Aurora weeps her earlieſt gem 
Or, beneath the op'ning dawn, 
Smiles the fair-extended lawn ; 
When in the ſoft-encircled ſhade 
Ye find reclin'd the gentle Maid, 
Each buſy motion laid to reſt, 
And all compos'd her peaceful breaſt : 
Swift paint the fair internal ſcene, | 
The phantom-labours of your reign; ; 
The living imag'ry adorn. | 
With all the limnings of the morn, © 
With all the treaſures Nature keeps 
Conceal'd below the forming deeps ; 
TTL D 
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TO FANCY. 

oOr drefs'd in the rich waving pride, 
That covers the green mountain's ſide, 
Or blooms beneath the am'rous gale 
In the wide-emboſom'd vale. 
Let pow'rful Muſic too eſſay 
The magic of her hidden lay: 
While each harſh thought away ſhall fly 
Down the full ſtream of harmony, 
Compaſſion mild ſhall fill their place, 
Each gentle miniſter of grace, 
Pity, that often melts to Love 
Let weeping Pity, kind improve, 
The ſoften'd heart, prepar'd to take 
Whate'er impreſſions Love ſhall make. 
Oh! in that kind, that ſecret hour, 
When Hate, when Anger have no pow'r ; 
When ſighing Love, mild ſimple boy, 
Courtſhip ſweet, and tender joy, 
Alone poſſeſs the fair - one's heart; 
Let me then, Fancy, bear my part. 
0h Goddeſs! how I long t' appear; 

The hour of dear ſucceſs draws near: 

See where the crouding Shadows wait; 
Haſte and unfold the iv'ry gate: 
Ye gracious forms, employ your aid, 
Come in my anxious look array'd, 
Come Love, come Hymen, at my pray'r 
Led by blyth Hope, ye decent pair 


ODE H. 
By mutual confidence combin'd, 
As erſt in ſleep I ſaw you join'd, 
| Fill my eyes with heart-ſwell'd tears, 
Fill my breaſt with heart-born fears, 
Half. utter d vows and half-ſuppreſs'd, 
Part look d, and only wiſh'd the reſt; 
Make ſighs, and ſpeaking ſorrows prove, 
Suffering much, how much I love; 
Make the Muſes lyre complain, 
Strung by me in warbled ſtrain ; 
Let the melodious numbers flow 
 Pow'rful of a Lover's woe, 
Till, by the tender Orphean art, 
I through her ear ſhall gain her heart. 
Now, Fancy, now the fit is o'er; 
I feel my ſorrows vex no more : 
But when condemn'd again to mourn, 
Fancy, to my aid return, 


O D E II. 


OS. 


Egone, Purſuits ſo vain and light; 
D Knowledge, fruitleſs of delight; 
Lean Study, Sire of ſallow doubt, 

I put thy muſing taper out: 
Fantaſtic all, a long adieu; 
For what has Love to do with you ? 
For, lo, I go where Beauty fires, 
To ſatisfy my ſoul's deſires ; 
For, lo, I ſeek the ſacred walls 
Where Love and gentle Beauty calls: 
For me ſhe has adorn'd the room, 
For me has ſhed a rich perfume: 
Has ſhe not prepar'd the Tea ? 
The kettle boils -—ſhe waits for me. 
I come, nor ſingle, but along 
Youthful ſports, a jolly throng ! 
Thoughtleſs joke, and Infant-wiles ; 
Harmleſs wit, and Virgin- miles; 
Tender words, and kind intent; 
Languiſh fond, and blandiſhment; 
Yielding curtſey, whiſper low ; 
Silken Bluſh, with cheeks that glow; 
Chaſte deſires, and wiſhes meet; 
Thin-clad Hope, a footman fleet ; 
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Modeſty, that turns aſide, c 
And back ward ſtrives her form to hide; 
W Healthful Mirth, ſtill gay and young, 
And Meekneſs with a maiden's tongue; 
satire, by good-humour dreſs d 
In a many- colour d veſt: 
Now come then boy of kind delight, 
Attendant on the Lover's night, 
Fair his ivory ſhuttle flies 
Thro? the bright threads of mingling dies, 
As ſwift his roſy fingers move | 
To knit the ſilken cords of Love; 
And ſtop who ſoftly-ſtealing goes 
OCCASION high on her tiptoes, 
Whom Youth with watchful look eſpies, 
To ſeize the forelock ere ſhe flies, 
Ere he her bald-pate ſhall ſurvey, 
And well-ply'd heels to run away. 

But, anxious Care, be far from hence ; 
Vain ſurmiſe, and alter'd ſenſe; 
Miſhapen doubts, the woes they bring ; 
And Jealouſy, of fierceſt ſting; 

Deſpair, that ſolitary ſtands, 

And wrings a halter in his hands; 
Flatt'ry falſe and hollow found, 

And Dread, with eye ſtill looking round; 
Avarice, bending under pelf ; 
Conceit, ſtill gazing on herſelf : 
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O Love! exclude high-creſted Pride, 

Nymph of Amazonian ſtride : | 

Nor in theſe walls, like waiting-maid, . 

Be Curioſity ſurvey d, 

That to the key-hole lays her ear, 

Liſt'ning at the door to hear; 

Nor Father Time, unleſs he's found 

In triumph led by Beauty bound, 

Forc'd to yield to Vigour's ſtroke, 

His blunted ſcythe and hour-glaſs broke. 
But come, all ye who know to pleaſe; 

Inviting glance, and downy eaſe ; 

The heart-born joy, the gentle care 

Soft-breath'd wiſh, and power of Prayer ; 

The ſingle vow, that means no ill; 

Believing Quiet, ſubmiſſive Will; 

Conſtancy of meekeſt mind, 

That ſuffers long, and ſtill is kind; 

All ye who put our woes to flight; 

All ye who miniſter delight; 

Nods, and wreaths, and becks, and tips; 

Meaning winks, and roguiſh trips; | 

Fond deceits, and kind ſurpriſes; 

Sudden ſinks, and ſudden riſes; 

Laughs, and toys, and gameſome fights ; 

Jolly dance, and girds, and flights: 

Then, to make me wholly bleſt, 

Let me be there a welcome gueſt, 


O D E III. 


Immortalia ne Seren, monet anus 
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OW Spring begins her ſmiling round, 

Laviſh to paint th' enamell'd ground 
The birds exalt their chearful voice, 

And gay on every bough rejoice. 

The lovely Graces, hand in hand, 
Knit in Love's eternal band, 
With dancing ſtep at early dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 
Where-e'er the youthful Siſters move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial Love. 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 

The ſwain delights his country-bride : 
While, pleas'd, ſhe hears his artleſs vows; 
Above the feather'd ſongſter wooes. 

Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 
Her various gifts to ev'ry field; 
Soon fruitful trees, a beauteous ſhow, . 
With ruby-tinQur'd births ſhall glow; 
Sweet ſmells, from beds of lillies born, 
Perfume the breezes of the morn. . 
The ſunny day, and dewy night, 
To rural play my Fair invite; 


33 O D E III. 
Soft on a bank of violets laid, 
Cool ſhe enjoys the evening-ſhade; 
The ſweets of ſummer feaſt her eye: 
Yet ſoon, ſoon will the ſummer fly. 

Attend, my lovely Maid, and know 
To profit by the moral ſhows 
Now young and blooming thon art ſeen, 
Freſh on the ſtalk, for ever green; 
Now does th' unfolded bud diſcloſe 
Full-blown to ſight the bluſhing roſe : 
Vet, once the ſunny ſeaſon paſt, 
Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt; 
Let not the flatt'rer Hope perſuade : 
Ah! muſt I fay that this will fade? 

For ſee the Summer poſts away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay. 
Now Winter, from the frozen North, 
Drives his iron chariot forth; 
His grizly hand in icy chains 
Fair Tweda's ſilver flood conſtrains: 
_ Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Vare 
Behold his footſteps dire are ſeen 
Confeſs'd on many a with'ring green. 
Griev'd at the fight, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
A ſnowy wreath clothe ev'ry tree, 
Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou fly'ſt, diſpleas'd, the barren ſhore. 


ODE III. 33 
When thou ſhalt miſs the flow'rs that grew 
But late to charm thy raviſh'd view, 
Shall I, ah horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
Be like to this another daß? 
Yet, when in, ſnow and dreary froſt 

The pleaſure of the field is loſt, 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant Sun; 
In gay delights our hours employ, 
We do not loſe, but change our joy; | 
Happy abandon ev'ry care, WM 
To lead the dance, to court the Fair, = 
To turn the page of ancient Bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
But when the beauteous white and red 

From the pale aſhy cheek is fled; 
When wrinkles dire, and Age ſevere, 
Make Beauty fly we know not where : 
The Fair whom Fates unkind diſarm, 
Have they for ever ceas'd to charm ? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art, 
To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 

Unhappy Love! might lovers ſay, 

Beauty, thy food does ſwift decay ; 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What Art thy famine can prevent ? 
Virtues prepare with early care, 
That Love may live on Wiſdom's fare; 
o * E | 
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Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage; 
Thy virtues ſhall delight his age. 


The gift of heav 
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„ 
ON THE 


NEW YEAR MDCCXXXIX. 


T ANUS, who with ſliding pace, 
Run'ſt a never ending race, 
And driv'ſt about, in prone career, 
The whirling circle of the year, 
Kindly imdulge a little ſtay, 
I beg but one ſwift hour's delay. 
O! while th' important minutes wait, 
Let me revolve the books of fate; 
See what the coming year intends 
To me, my country, kind and friends. 
Then may'ſt thou wing thy flight, and go, 
To ſcatter blindly joys and woe; 
Spread dire diſeaſe, or pureſt health, 
And, as thou liſts, grant place or wealth. 
This hour, with-held by potent charms, 
Ev'n Peace ſhall ſleep in Powr's mad arms; 
Kings feel their inward torments leſs, 
And for a moment wiſh to bleſs. 
Life now preſents another ſcene, 
The ſame ſtrange farce to act again; 
Again the weary human play'rs | 
Advance, and take their ſeveral ſhares: 
LE E 2 
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Clodius riots, Caeſar fights, 

Tully pleads, and Maro writes, 
Ammon's fierce ſon controuls the globe, 
And Harlequin diverts the mob. 

To Time's dark cave the year retreats, 
Theſe hoary unfrequented ſeats ; | 
There from his loaded wing he lays 
The months, the minutes, hours and days 
Then flies, the ſeaſons in his train, 

To compaſs round the year again. 
See there, in various heaps combin'd, 
The vaſt deſigns of human kind; 
Whateyer ſwell'd the ſtateſman's thought, 
The miſchiefs mad ambition wrought, 
Publick revenge and hidden guilt, 
The blood by ſecret murder ſpilt, 
_ Friendſhips to ſordid intereſt given, 
And ill-match'd hearts, ne'er pair'd in heaven; 
What Avarice, to crown his ſtore, 
Stole from the orphan, and the poor; 
Or Luxury's more ſhameful waſte, 
Squander'd on the unthankful feaſt. 
Ye Kings, and guilty great, draw near; 
Before this awful court appear: 
Bare to the Muſe's piercing eye 
The ſecrets of all mortals lie; 
She, ſtrict avenger, brings to light 
Your crimes conceal'd in darkeſt night; 


| ODE I. 

As conſcience, to.her truſt moſt true, 
Shall judge between th' oppreſs'd and you. 

This caſket ſhows, ye wretched train, 
How often merit ſu'd in vain. 
See, there, undry'd, the widow's tears; 
See, there, unſooth'd the orphan's fears : 
Yet, look, what mighty ſums appear, 
The vile profuſion of the year. 
Couldſt thou not, impious Greatneſs, give 
The ſmalleſt alms, that want might live? 
And yet, how many a large repaſt, 
Pall'd the rich glutton's ſickly taſte! 
One table's vain intemp'rate load, | 
With ambuſh'd death, and ſickneſs ſtrow'd, * 
Had bleſt, the cottage, peaceful ſhade, 
And given its children health and bread : 
The ruſtic fire, and faithful ſpouſey 
With each dear pledge of honeſt vows, 
Had, at the ſober-taſted meal, | 
Repeated oft the grateful tale; 
Had hymn'd, in native language free, 
The ſong of thanks to heaven and thee 
A muſic that the great ne'er hear, 
Yet ſweeter to th' internal ear, 
Than any ſoft ſeducing note 
E'er thrill'd from Farinelli's throat. 

Let's ſtill ſearch on This bundle's large. 
What's here? Tis Science' plaintive charge. 
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38 - ODE IV. 
Hear Wiſdom's philoſophic figh, 
(Neglected all her treaſures lie) 

That none her ſecret haunts explore, 
To learn what Plato taught before; 

Her ſons ſeduc'd to turn their parts 

To flattery's more thriving arts; 

Refine their better ſenſe away 

And join Corruption's flag, for pay. 
See his reward the gameſter ſhare, 

Who painted moral virtue fair; 

Inſpir'd the minds of gen'rous youth 

To love the ſimple miſtreſs Truth; 

The patient path diſtinctly ſhow'd, 
That Rome and Greece to glory trode ; 

That ſelf-applauſe is nobleſt fame, 

And Kings may greatneſs link to ſhame, 

While honeſty is no diſgrace, 

And peace can ſmile without a place. 

Hear too Aſtronomy repine, 

Who taught unnumber'd worlds to ſhine; 

Who travels boundleſs aether thro), 

And brings the diſtant orbs to view. 

Can ſhe her broken glaſs repair, 

Tho? Av'rice has her all to ſpare ? 

What mighty ſecrets had been found, 

Could Virtue but have ſtole five pound ? 

Yet fee where, given to wealth and pride, 

A bulky penſion lies beſide. 
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ODE IV 39 
Avaunt then, Riches; no delay; 
I ſpurn th' ignoble heaps away. 
What tho' your charms can purchaſe all 
The giddy honours of this ball; 
Make nature's germans all divide, 
And haughty peers renounce their pride; 
Can buy proud Caelia's ſordid ſmile, 
Or, ripe for fate, this deſtin'd iſle. 
Tho' Greatneſs condeſcends to pray, 
Will time indulge one hour's delay, 
Or give the wretch intent on pelf, 
One moment's credit with himſelf? 
Virtue, that true from falſe diſcerns, 
The vulgar courtly phraſe unlearus, 
Superior far to Fortune's frown, 
 Beſtows alone the ſtable crown, 
The wreath from honour's root that ſprings, 
That fades upon the brows of Kings. 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


MDCCXXVI. 


Ccept, O EGLINTOUN! the rural Lays, 
Thine be the friends,and thine the Poet's praiſe, 
The Muſe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ſtrains, 
A frequent guelt on Scotia's bliſsful plains, 
That oft has ſung, her liſt' ning youth to move, 
The charms of Beauty, and the force of Love, 
Once more reſumes the ſtill ſucceſsful lay, 
Delighted, thro? the verdant meads to ſtray : 
O! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with Her repair, 
To breath the balmy ſweets of purer air; 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the ſtream, or in the rural ſhade, 
' Propitious hear, and, as thou hear'ſt, approve 
The GENTLE SHEPHERD's tender tale of Love. 
Learn from theſe ſcenes what warm and glowing fires, 
F PO APR I Reny 
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Delighted read of ardors, ſighs, and tears; 


All: that a lover hopes, and all he fears: 
Hence too, what paſſions in his boſom riſe, 
What dawning gladneſs ſparkles in his eyes, 

When firſt the Fair propitious to his fate | 
Free'd of her ſcorn and vanquiſh'd of her hate. 
Love's paſſion here in each extreme is ſhown, 
In Charlot's ſmile, or in Maria's frown. 

With words like theſe, that fail'd not to engage, 


| Love courted Beauty in a golden age, 


Pure and untaught, ſuch nature firſt inſpir'd, 
Ere yet the fair affected phraſe admir'd. 

His ſecret thoughts were undiſguis'd with Art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart. 
He ſpeaks his loves ſo artleſs and ſincere, 


As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 


Heaven only to the raral ſtate beſtows 


Conqueſt o'er life, and freedom from its woes; 


Secure alike from envy, and from care, 
Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depreſt by fear; 
Nor Want's lean hand its happineſs conſtrains, 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 
No ſecret guilt its ſtedfaſt peace deſtroys, 
No wild ambition interrupts its joys. | 
Bleſt ſtill to ſpend the hours that Heav'n has lent, 
In humble goodneſs, and in calm content. 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinleſs and pure, in fair Humeia's ſoul. 
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"I TO THE COUNTESS 


But now the Rural State theſe joys has loſt, 
Even ſwains no more that innocence can boaſt. 
Love ſpeaks no more what Beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. ; 
Now Happineſs forſakes her bleſt retreat, 

The peaceful dwellings where ſhe fix'd her ſeat, 
The pleaſing fields ſhe wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright ſober race; 

When on the ſunny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the ſons of men, 

To crown the pleaſures of the blameleſs feaſt, 
She uninvited. came a welcome gueſt : 

Fre yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib'd from their innocence, incautious hearts, 
Then grudging Hate, and ſinful Pride ſucceed, 
Cruel revenge, and falſe unrighteous deed; 
Then dowrleſs Beauty loſt the power to move; 


The ruſt of lucre ſtain'd the gold of Love. 
| Bounteous no more, and hoſpitably good, 


The genial hearth firſt bluſh'd with ſtranger's blood. | 
The friend no more upon the friend relies, 

And ſemblant Falſhood puts on Truth's diſguiſe. 
The peaceful houſhold fill'd with dire alarms, 
The raviſh'd virgin mourns her ſlighted charms; 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around; 

In guilt they feaſt, in guilt the bowl is crown'd. 
_ Unpuniſh'd violence lords it o'er the plains, 

And Happineſs forſakes the guilty ſwains. 
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oh Happineſs! from human ſearch retir'd, 
Where art thou to be found, by all defir'd ? 
Nun ſober and devout! why art thou fled 
To hide in ſhades thy meek contented head? 
Virgin of aſpect mild! ah why unkind, 
Fly'{ thou diſpleas'd, the commerce of mankind ? 
O] teach our ſteps to find the ſecret cell, 
Where with thy Sire Content thou lov'ſt to dwell. 
Or ſay, doſt thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Familiar, at the chambers of the great? 
Doſt thou purſue the voice of them that call 
To noiſy revel, and to midnight ball ? 
O'er the full banquet when we feaſt our ſoul, 
Doſt thou inſpire the mirth, or mix the bowl? 
Or with th' induſtrious planter doſt thou talk, 
Converſing freely in an ey'ning-walk ? | 
Say, does the miſer e'er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ſtudious of the treaſur d gold? 
' Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much loy'd pow'r, 
Still muſing filent at the morning hour? 
May we thy preſence hope in war's alarms, 
In Campbell's wiſdom, or Montgomery's arms ? 
In vain our flatt'ring hopes our ſteps beguile, 
The flying good eludes the ſearcher's toil: 
In vain we ſeek the city or the cell; 
Alone with virtue knows the pow'r to dwell, 
Nor need mankind deſpair theſe joys to know, 
The gift themſelves may on themſelves beſtow, 
F'3 
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Soon, ſoon we might the precious bleſſing boaſt; 
But many paſſions muſt the bleſſing coſt; 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 

And envy grieving at another's ſtate. 

Revenge no more muſt in our hearts remain, 
Or'burning luſt, or avarice of gain. 

When theſe are in the human boſom nurſt, 

Can peace reſide in dwellings ſo accurſt; 

Unlike, O EGLINTOUNI thy happy breaſt, 
Calm and ſerene, enjoys the heavenly gueſt; 
From the tumultuous rule of paſſions freed, 

Pure in thy thought, and ſpotleſs in thy deed. 
In virtues rich, in goodneſs unconfin'd, 

Thou ſhin'ſt a fair example to thy kind; 

Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's fame, 

How ſwift to praiſe, how obſtinate to blame ! 
Bold in thy preſence baſhful Senſe appears, 

And backward Merit loſes all its fears. 
Supremely bleſt by Heav'n, Heav'n's richeſt grace 
Confeſt is thine, an early blooming race, 
Whoſe pleaſing ſmiles ſhall guardian Wiſdom arm, 
Divine inſtruction ! taught of thee to charm. 
What tranſports ſhall they to thy ſoul impart ! 
(The conſcious tranſports of a parent's heart.) 
When thou behold'ſt them of each grace poſſeſt, 
And ſighing youths imploring to be bleſt, 

After thy image form'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the "I or the dance to ſhine, 
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Thrice happy! who ſucceed their mother's praiſe, 

The lovely EGLINT OUNS of other days. 
Mean while peruſe the following tender ſcenes, 

And liſten to thy native Poet's ſtrains. 

In ancient garb' the home-bred Muſe appears, 

The garb our Muſes wore in former years. 

As in a glaſs reflected, here behold 

How ſmiling goodneſs look'd in days of old. 

Nor bluſh to read where beauty's praiſe is ſhown, 

And virtuous Love, the likeneſs of thy own; _ 

While midſt the various gifts that gracious Heaven, 

Bounteous to thee, with righteous hand has given; 

Let this, O EGLINTOUN ! delight thee molt, 

T' enjoy that Innocence the world has loſt. 
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THE | 
BRAES OF YARROW, 


IN IMITATION 
OF THE 


ANCIENT SCOTTISH MANNER. 


A.JD USK ye, buſk ye, my bony bony bride, 
| Buſk ye, buſk| ye, my winſome * 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bony bony brid ee, 
| And think nac mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 
B. Where gat ye that bony —_ bride? 
Where gat ye that winſome marrow ? 
A. I gat her where I dare na weil be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Weep not, - weep not, my bony bony bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


B. Why does ſhe weep, thy bony bony bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep thy winſome marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow? 


THE BRAES 


Lang maun ſhe weep with dule and ſorrow, 
And lang maun'I nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


For ſhe has tint her luver luver dear, 
Her luver dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 
And I hae ſlain the comlieſt ſwain 


That e'er pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Why runs thy ſtream, O Yarrow Yarrow red? 
Why cu ET eee 
And why yon melancholeous weeds STE: 
Hung on the bony birks of Yarrow ? 


What yonder floats on the rueful rueful flude ? 
What's yonder floats? O dule and ſorrow l. 

Tis he the comely ſwain I flew Fi 
Upon the duleful Braes of Varro p. 
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A. Lan g maunſheweep,lang maun ſhe, maun ſhe weep, 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds his wounds in tears, 


His wounds in tears, with dule and ſorrou, 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters fad, 
Ye fiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in waeful wiſe, 
His helpleſs fate on the Braes of Yarrow 
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Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that peirc'd his breaſt 
His comely breaſt on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to lue 
And warn from fight, but to my _—_ 
O'er raſhly bald a ſtronger arm 
Thou met'ſt, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Sweet Gels the birk, green grows green — the 3 
Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan, 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet ? as ſweet as ſweet flows Tweed, 
As green its graſs, its gowan yellow, 

As ſweet ſmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple frae the rock as mellow. 


Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve, 
In floury bands thou him did'ſt fetter, 
Tho” he was fair and weil beluv'd again, 
Than me, he never lued thee better. 


Buſk ye, then buſk, my bony bony bride, - 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 

Buſk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 


OF YARROW: 


C. How can I bad a-bong bong: brit 13 
How can I buſk a winſome marrow, - .,. 
How lue him on the banks of Tweed, rut 
That ſlew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow, // 


O Yarrow fields, may never never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was baſely ſlain my luve, 
My luve as he had not been a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my awn ſeuing, 

Ah! wretched me! I little little ken'd 
He was in theſe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white milk-white ſteed 
Unheedful of my dule and ſorrow, 

But e'er the toofall of the night + Tea 
He lay a corps on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic'd'that waeful waeful day; 

I ſang, my voice the woods returning, 
But lang ere night the ſpear was flown 

That flew my luve, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me? 
My luvers blood is on thy ſpear, 
How can'(t thou barbarous man then woo me? 
* | G 
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My happy ſiſters may be may be proud, 
With cruel, and ungentle ſcoffin, 
May bid me ſeek on Yarrow Braes 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 
And ſtrive with threattiing words to muve me, 

My luvers blood is on thy ſpear, 
How 2 


Les yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 
Unbar ye bridal maids the door, 
Let in the expected huſband lover. 


But who the expected huſband huſband is? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in r, | 


Ah me! what gaſtly ſpectre's yon, 
Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after. 


Pale as he is, here lay him lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow; 
Take aff take aff theſe bridal weeds, | 
And crown my careful head with willow. 


Pale tho' thou art, yet beſt yet beſt beluv d, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee, 

Yet lye all night between my breiſts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee, 


j 
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Pale pale indeed, O lovely lovely youth, _ 
Forgive forgive ſo foul a ſlaughter, 
And lye all night between my breiſts, 
No youth ſhall ever lye there after. 


A. Return return, O mournful mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy ſighs, 
He lyes a corps on the Braes of Yarrow, 


Eftſoons I ſaw how charms unſeen before 


- ON SEEING 
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$IT TO HER PICTURE, 


ji 


IN IMITATION 


” 


OF SPENCERS STIL E. 


Hen Ramſay drew Montgomery heavenly maid, 

And gaz'd with wonder on that angel face, 
Pleas'd I fat by, and joyful ſurvey d 
The darran pencil image every grace. 


When as the youth, each feature o'er and o'er 
Careful retouch'd with ſtri& obſervant view ; 


Swell'd to the fight, and with the picture grew, 


With milder glances now he arms her eyes,. 
The red now triumphs to a brighter roſe; 
Now heaves her boſom to a ſofter riſe, 
And fairer on her cheek the lilly blows, 
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Laſt glow'd the bluſh that pure of female wile, 

I whilom knew when ſo my ſtars decreed, 
My pipe ſhe daign'd to laud in pleaſing ſmile, 
All undeſerving . I ſuch worthy meed. 


The whiles I gaz d, ah! felice Art thought I, 
Ah! felice youth that doen it poſſeſs; 

Couth to depeint the fair ſo verily, 
True to each charm, and faithful to each grace. 

Sythence ſhe cannot emulate her _— 

Ne envy will the Muſe her ſiſters praiſe, 

Then for the deed, O let her place the will, 
And to the gloving colours j mo hey layes. 2 


Yet algates would the nine, that bigh- on hill 

Parnaſſe, ſweet Imps of Jove, with Jove ade, 
Give me to rein the feiry ſteed at will, 7 
And with kind hand thy lucky a wide. 


Then certes mought we fate l of penile, rr 
Secure, if the dear maid in beauties bloom 
Survive, or in thy colours, or my lays, . 

Joy of this age, and joy of each to come. 
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MISS AND THE BUTTERPLY, 
| A 
. 
IN-THE MAN NER 


OF THE LATE MR, GAY, 


Tender MISS, whom mother's care 
Bred up in wholſome country air, 
Far from the follies of the town, 

Alike untaught to ſmile or frown ; 

Her ear unus d to flatt'ry's praiſe, 
Unknown in woman's wicked ways; 

Her tongue from modiſh tattle free, 


Vndipp'd in ſcandal and bohea; 


Her genuine form and native grace 

Was virgin of a looking - glaſs: 

Nor cards ſhe dealt, nor flirted fan, 

A ſtranger to quadrille and man; 

But ſimple liv d, juſt as you know 

Miſs Chloe did— ſome weeks ago, 
As now the pretty Innocent 

Walk d forth to taſte the early ſcent, 
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She tripp'd about the murm' ring ſtream, 
That oft had lull'd her thoughtleſs dream. 
The morning ſweet, the air ſerene, 

A thouſand flow'rs adorn'd the ſcene; 
The birds rejoicing round appear 

To chuſe their conſorts for, the year; 

Her heart was light, and full of play, 
And, like herſelf, all nature gay. 

On ſuch a day, as Sages fing, 
ABUT TERFLY was on the wing; 
From bank to bank, from bloom to bloom, 
He ſtretch'd the gold-beſpangled plume : 
Now ſkims along, and now alights 
As ſmell allures, or grace invites; 
Now the violet's freſhneſs flips; 

Now kiſs'd the roſe's ſcarlet lips; 

Becomes anon the daiſy's gueſt; 
Then preſs d the lilly's ſnowy breaſt; 
Nor long to one vouchſafes a ſtay, 
But juſt ſalutes, and flies away. 

The virgin ſaw with rapture ſir d; 
She ſaw, and what ſhe ſaw deſir d, 
And burns to ſeize the living prize: 
Her beating breaſt and glowing face 
Betray her native love of dreſs, 

And all the woman full expreſt 
Firſt flutters in her little breaſt» 
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THE BUTTERFLY. 
Enſnar d by empty outward ſhow, 


She ſwift purſues the inſect- beau; 


O'er gay parterres-ſhe runs in haſte, 
Nor heeds the garden's flow ry waſte. 

Long as the ſun, with genial pow'r 
Increaſing, warm'd the ſultry hour, 
The Nymph o'er every border flew, 
And kept the ſhining game in vie-: 
But when, ſoft · breathing thro the trees, 
With coolneſs came the evening- breeze; 
As hov'ring o'er the tulip's pride 
He hung with wing diverſify' d, 
Caught in the hollow of her hand, 
She held the captive at command, 

Flutt'ring in vain to be releas'd, 


Hie thus the gentle girl addreſs d: 
Looſe, gen'rous virgin, Jooſe my chain; 


From me what glory can ſt thou gain? 


A vain, unquiet, glitt' ring thing, 
My only boaſt a gorgeous wing; 
From flow'r to flow 'r I idly ſtray, 


The trifler of a ſummer's day: 

Then let me not in vain implore, 

But leave me free again to ſoar. | 
His words the little charmer mov'd, 

She the poor trembler's ſuit approv d. 

His gaudy wings he then extends, 


And flutters on her fingers ends: 
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From thence he ſpoke, as you ſhall hear, 
In ſtrains well worth a woman's ear. 

When now thy young and tender age 
Is pure, and heedleſs to engage; 
When in thy free and open mein 
No ſelf-important air is ſeen ; 
Unknowing all, to all unknown, 
Thou liv'ſt, or prais'd, or blam'd by none. 
But when, unfolding by degrees 
The woman's fond defire to pleaſe, 
Studious to heave the artful ſigh, 
And, expert of the tongue and eye, 
Thou ſett'ſt thy little charms to ſhow, 
And ſports familiar with the beau ; 
Forſaking then the ſimple plain, 
To mingle with the courtly train, 
Thou in the midnight-ball ſhalt ſee 
Things apparell'd juſt like me; 
Who round and round, without deſign, 
Tinſil'd in empty luſtre ſhine: 
As dancing thro' the ſpacious dome, 
From fair to fair the friſkers roam, 
If charm'd with the embroider'd pride, 
The victim of a gay out-fide, 
From place to place, as me juſt now, 
The glitt ring gewgaw you purſue, | 
What mighty prize ſhall crown thy pains ? 
A Butterfly is all thy gains! 

H 


8 
A YOUNG LADY 
SINGING. 


UCH, {kill'd the tender verſe to frame, 
| And ſoftly ſtrike the golden lyre; 

A ſtranger to the ſoftning flame, 
And new to ev'ry mild defire. 


The ſweets that crown the budding year, 
Pour'd from the zephirs tepid wing, 
Saw Sappho in the grove appear, 
The rival of the vocal ſpring. 


To try the heart- ſubduing ſtrain, 
Anon the vernal ſcenes impell 

| Thro' lofty rocks, and rilly plain, 

= Soft warbled from the Eolian ſhell. 
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Or ſuch as in the bright abodes, 
The youngeſt Muſe with glories enn, 

To whom the Sire of men and Gods 

Gave all the enchanting pow 'r of ſound. 


—. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY SINGING» 
As at the banquet of the ſky, 8 
Freed from the giant's impious arms, 
She drew each heavenly ear and eye, 
With beauty 's mingling muſic's charms. 


Had ſuch a voice ſure to prevail, 

Soft, warbled from the ſyren ſtrand, 

What wonder, had each amorous ſail 
Spontaneous ſought the tuneful land. 


Even thou who cautious wing'd thy way, 
Had given thy tedious wandrings oer 


By Julia's all · perſuading lay 
Fix d ever to the pleaſing ſhore. 
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＋ O A LADY 


ON HER TAKING SOMETHING ILL 


THAT Ms. H. SAID. 


Wer hangs that cloud upon thy brow? 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow 

Or what this guſt of paſſion mean ? 

And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 

And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 

For each poor filly ſpeech of mine ? 


Dear child, how could I wrong thy name ? 
Thy form ſo fair, and faultleſs ſtands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 

Thy beauty could make large amends: 
Or if I durſt profanely try 
Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


Ii For Venus every heart t'enſnare, - 
Lil With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 

Bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 


| ' TOA LADY. CF.” 
Who can the double pain endure ? . 
or who muſt not reſign the field 

To thee, celeſtial Maid, ſecure | 

With Cupid's bow and Pallas' ſhield ? 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, N 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven; 

Since we mult fin ere it forgive. 

Yet pitying heaven not only does 

Forgive th' offender and th' offence, © 

But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, — 

As the reward of penitence. | 


UPON HEARING 


1s PICTURE 
WAS IN ALA DVS BREAST. 


E gods ! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
i | With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt 2 
1 Move ſofter, thou fond flutt' ring heart. 
| Oh gently throb,----too fierce thou art. 
Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs defign'd ? 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade? 


And thou bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Lodged ſo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And ſoftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful thing ! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 
Ingroſſing all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. 
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I cannot blame thee: Were I lord 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a God alive. 


UPON HEARING HIS PICTURE 1 


Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
on theſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air, 
prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade: 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart. 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but hee: 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


. 
+4 
* * 


so N 


E ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 


Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain; 
Amongſt all your number a lover fo true, 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 
Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death, 
She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 


She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my fighs, 


A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair! 

I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears: 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 
By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, 


1 ſtart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 


The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do fo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 
Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire; 


Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 


Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. 


— | 7 
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nes fete nina 
When doom''d to love ,and doom'dto languiſh, 
To bear the ſcornfal fair one's hate 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying _” 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover; 1 
rn e 
| Reveals how much I love her. | 
The tender glance, the veduinig'ehock, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, ' 
4 thouſand varkourwiy@ ny Mai” 
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eee e 
Thoſe languid eyes fo Freetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, — e 
So fatally beguiling. 
Thy every look, 3 grace, 
So charm when er I view thee; 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue the. 
Then when my tedious hours are fa, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breath my luſt, 
a 3 


S O N G. 
DIE ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
Farewel each ſong that way diverting ; 
Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 
I ſing of Delia and Damon's parting; 
Long had. he lex d, and lang conceald. | 


Till Delia's mildneſs had-prevail'd. 2 5 
on him to ſnew his inclination. 
Juſt as the fair one  ſeem'd-to give 
A patient ear to his love ſtory, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, ; 
To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 
Half-{poken words hung on his tongue, 
Their eyes refus'd the uſual meeting: bald 
And ſighs ſupply'd their wonted ſong, 
© Theſe charming ſounds were chang'd to o weeping 
5 A. Dear idol of my ſoul, adien: 
*"Ceaſe to lament, but ne er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, Wo 
No other charms ſhall ever move me. 
B. Alas! who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive. bends. 
The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, bm for en. 75 
A. If ever I forget my yows, 
May then my guardian-angel leave ner 
And more to aggravate my woes, 
Be you ſo good as to fargive me, 
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Ould'ſt thou know her ſacred charms 
Who this deſtin'd heart alarms, 
What kind of iytaph the Heavens decree 
The maid that's made for love and me. 
Who pants to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungentle paſſion free; 
That's the maid, that's made for me. 
Who joys whene'er ſhe ſees me glad, 
Who ſorrows when ſhe ſees me ſad; 


For peace and me can pomp reſign, | 
That's the heart that's made for mine, | 


Whoſe ſoul with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 


Who feels the bleſſing ſhe beſtows; 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
That's the maid that's made for me. 0 
Whoſe genuine thou ghts devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart; 
A ſimple train, from falſehood free, 
That's the maid that's made for me. 
Avaunt ye light coquets, retire 
Whom glittering fops around admire; 
Unmoy'd your tinſel charms I ſee, 
More genuine beauties are for me. 
Should Love fantaſtic as he is, 
Raiſe up ſome rival to my bleſs; F 
And ſhould ſhe change, but can that be? 
No other maid is made for me. 
I 2 
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FLOWER OF YARROW. 
mn 
LADY MARY MONTGOMERY. 


O Yarrow flower, thou ſhalt be bleſt, 
To lye on beauteous Mary's breaſt; 
Go Yarrow flower ſo ſweetly ſmelling, 
Is there on earth ſo ſoft a dwelling ? 
Go lovely flower, thou prettyeſt flower, 
That ever ſmil'd in Yarrow bower, 


Go daughter of the dewy morning, 


With Alves bluſh the fields adorning. 
Go lovely Roſe, what do'ſt thou hear ? 
Ling' ring away thy ſhort liv'd year, 
Vainly ſhining, idly blooming, 
Thy unenjoyed ſweets conſuming. 
Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 
No hand to pull, no eye to view; 
What are thy charms no heart deſiring ? 
What profits beauty none admiring ? 
Go Yarrow flower to Yarrow maid, 
And on her panting boſom laid, 
There all thy native form confeſſing, 
The charm of beauty is poſſeſſing. 


THE FLOWER OF YARROW. 69 | a 


Come Yarrow maid from Yarrow field, 
What pleaſure can the deſart yield? [ 
Come to my breaſt O all excelling, HUIT 34 
1s there on earth ſo kind a dwelling. b | 

Come my dear maid, thou prettyeſt maid, 

That ever {mil'd in Yarrow ſhade, 
Come fiſter of the dewy morning, 
With Alves' bluſh the dance adorning. | 

Come lovely maid, love calls thee here, 1a 
Linger no more thy fleeting year, 

Vainly ſhining, idly blooming, 

Thy unenjoyed ſweets conſuming. 
Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 

No hand to preſs, no eye to view; 

What are thy charms no heart deſiring ? 

What profits beauty none admiring ? 

Come Yarrow maid with Yarrow roſe, 
Thy maiden graces all diſcloſe ; 

Come bleft by all, to all a bleſling, 
The charm of beauty is poſſeſſing. 
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E ſhepherds of this pleaſunt vale 
Where Yarrow ſtreams along, 
Forſake your rural toils and join 
With my triumphant ſong. 
She grants, ſhe yields; one heavenly mie 
Attones for long delays, : 
One happy minute crowns the pains 
Of many ſuffering days. 
Raiſe, raiſe the victor notes of joy, 
Theſe ſuffering days are o'er, 
Love ſatiates now his boundleſs wiſh 
From beauties boundleſs ſtore ; 
No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears 
This riſing calm deſtroy, 


All opening into joy. 
The ſun with double luſtre ſliohe 

That dear conſenting hour, 
Brighten'd each hill, and o'er each vale 


New colour'd every flower; 


The gales their gentle ſighs withheld, 


No leaf was ſeen to move, 
The hov'ring ſongſters round were mute 
And wonder huſh'd the grove. 


The hills and dales no more reſound 


With — s tender cry, 


—p I 
Without one murmur Yarrow ſtole 7 
In dimpling ſilence by; | ; 
All nature ſeem'd in {till repoſe I 
Her voice alone to hear, 4 
That gently roll'd the tuneful wave 
Along, to bleſs my ear. 9 
Take, take, whate er ere tres AH 
You fondly fancy mine, | ey 227 
Whate'er of joy or bleſs E boaſt 
I render wholly thin 
The woods ſtruck up. to the. Gi ae, 
The leaves were ſeen to move, 
The feather'd choir. reſum d their voice 
And wonder filbd the grove, | 
The hills and dales again reſound 
With lambkins tender cry, "= 
With all his murmurs Yarrow trilld. ni B 
The ſong of triumph by; 1 nit of 
bove, beneath, around, all on | „ >. 
Was verdure, beauty, ſong, | 574 wot. 
1 ſnatch'd ber to my trembling bret. 
All nature joy'd along; 


3 —ů * 
— —— 


r 
——— — = 
- * — — 
— * — A 
© e , a 


B ——— 
3 —— — a —— 8 : * 
— — * e , a A * _ A 8 — - on 
. a — aa — wt E —— 
_ — ä 3 6 9 — 6 — = — = * n * — e A — - - — — .- — 
PISS 9 3 * — —— —— — actos. — — — — 8 — So 7 > , ä - - - — 
— 8 . — — nds; — —— . — — — = | : 5 — — — — — — 
er — ————— — - — - = ———_——- — — 8 - : * * — - 
£ — — =_ — — 
— = * — — n . * 4 — 
— 2 — f 
= - — 7 > 8 1 * . 2 ">. 7 
ow 4 5 F , 1 * _ _ N 2 * 1 B 4 N 
N , 4 ** q 
- : . — Wu * " 1 _ * * * * | weld 1 
3 N " | * - 7 - . 
** * 9 9 4 5 4 — — ” © FR 
- C 1 — oo — 
e 3 * — 4 - 6 — 


n 

J 

F DO Es ſweet gentle bird, the heaven-bornMuſe 
Prepares to ſing, their manners and what law, 
The blameleſs race obey, their cares and loves. 
O ſacred VIRGIN, that, to me unſeen 

Yet preſent, whiſpers nightly in my ear 

Love · dited ſong or tale of martial Knight, 

As beſt becomes the time: and aidful grants 

Celeſtial grace implor d, O, bounteous, ſay 

What fav'rite maid in her firſt bloom of youth 

Wilt chuſe to honour? ſeem I not to ſee 

The laurel ſhake, and hear the voice divine 

Sound in mine ear « With'Erſkine beſt agrees 


e The ſong of Doves: ſhe dove-like mild; well-pleas'd 
Will liſten to the tale benign, and gracious, hear 


e How the chaſt bird with words of fondling love, 
Soft billing, woo's his mate, their ſpouſal love, 
c Pure and unſtain'd with jealous fear of change; 

How ſtudious to build their little neſts 

« Nature's artificers ! and tender, breed 

Their unfledg'd children, till they wing their flight, 
Each parent's care. Come, as the Muſe ordains, 
O thou of every grace, whoſe looks of love, 
Erſkine, attractive, draw all wond'ring eyes 


As with the morning's robe inveſted round: 


Thy knowing needle plants th' embroider'd flower 


| n e AIRS AAS Wares 
With all perfection, worthy of thy choice, 


| DOVES. A FRAGMENT. 73 


Conſtant to gaze; and whoſe ſubduing ſpeech 
Drops as the honey-comb, and grace is pour d 
Into thy lips: for ever thee attends 

Sweetneſs thy handmaid, and, with beauty, cloths, 


O come, again invok'd, and ſmiling lend 
Thy pleas'd attention, whilſt in figur'd filk | * 


As in its native bed: ſo may'ſt thou find 
Delight perpetual and the inclining ear 
Of heav'n propitious to thy maiden vow, 


To bleſs thy night of joy and ſocial care. 
O happy he, for whom the vow is made. 
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FLOWERS. © 


A FRAGMENT. 


is ATI 2 
HE cate of gardens, and the gardens pride / 
To rear the bloomingFlowers, invites the Muſe; 
A grateful taſk! To thee, O HUME, ſhe fings 
Well pleas'd amid the verdant walks to firay ß 
With thee, her chief delight, when ſummer fmiles. 
Come now my Love, nor fear the winter's rage; 
For ſee the winter's paſt, the rains are gone: 
Behold the ſinging of the birds is now, 
Seaſon benign, the joyous race prepare 
Their native melody, and warbling airs ,, + 
Are heard in ev'ry grove: the Flowers appear 
Earth's ſmiling off-ſpring, and the beauteous meads 
Are cloath'd in pleaſant green; now fruitful trees 
Put forth their tender buds that ſoon ſhall ſwell 
With rich nectareous juice, and woo thy hand 
To pluck their ripen'd ſweets. Forſake a while 
The noiſe of cities, and with me retire 
To rural ſolitude: Lo! for thy head 
I weave a garland, deck'd with vernal flowers, 
Violet, and hyacinth, arſd bluſhing roſe 
Of ev'ry rich perfume; here in this calm 
And undiſturb'd retreat content to dwell 


THE FLOWERS. A FRAGMENT. 77 
Secluded from mankind, with thee and Love 
Sweetner of human cares: 'But thou 
Delights to hear the voice that bids thee come 
To feſtival and dance, thou long'ſt to meet 
The raptur'd youth, that at aſſembly hour 
Awaits thy coming: haſte adorn'd in all 
Thy native ſoftneſs, freſh as breathing flowers 
Sweet-ſmelling in the morning dew, and fire 
His ſoul, ill able to reſiſt ſuch charms, 

Won with attractive ſmiles : while I far off 
Bemoan thy abſence, and thy image form 
In ev'ry thicket and each ſecret grove, | -' © —- 
Damrwer nom gan” pap ca 
Pleaſing reſemblance l untill thou thyſelf, 

O faireſt among women: deign to grace 

The bower that Love prepares, 8 
The care and culture of the flowery kind. 
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AIST ILE. 
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OR to the garden ſole where Fair reſides 
As in her court the ſcarlet Queen, amid 

Her train of flow'ry Nymphs, does Nature boon 
Indulge her gifts: but to euch nameleſs field, 5 
When the warm ſun rejoicing in the year 
Stirs up the latent juice, ſhe ſcatters wide 
Her roſy children: then innumerous births, 
As from the womb, ſpring up, and wide perfume 
Their cradles with ambroſial ſweets around | 
Far as the eye can reach: all Xther ſmiles 
Hill, dale, or valley, where a lucid ſtream 
Leads, thro? the level- down, his ſilver maze, 
Gliding, with even pace, direct, as one 
On journey bent and now meand'ring fair, 
Unnumber'd currents to and fro convoly'd, 
His paſtime, underneath the azure-green - 
The wanton fiſhes ſport; and round his banks, 
Sole or in conſort, the aerial kind | 


THE EPISODE OF THE THISTLE. 77 
Reſound the air with ſong: the wild thyme here 
Breathes fragrance and a thouſand glittering flowers 
Art never ſow'd. Even here the riſing weed de 
The landſcape paints the lion's yellow tooth, 
Th'enamell'd daiſy, with the roſe adorn d 

The prickly briar, and the Thiſtle rude, 

An armed Warrior, with his hoſt of ſpears. 

Thrice happy plant ! fair Scotia's erent pri, | 11 
Emblem of modeſt valour, unprovo kt 5 
That harmeth not, provok'd chat will not bear 5 0 
Wrong unreveng d; what tho? the humble rot 
Diſhonour'd erſt, the growth of every — 20 


Aroſe unheeded thro? the ſtubborn ſoĩil iN 
Jejune: tho' ſofter flowers, diſdainful, * | 
Thy fellowſhip, nor in the noſe-gay gulls; - 2820 


Ill match d compeers; not leſs the des ene A 
Bath thy rough cheeks, and waſſi thy warlike mail, 
Gift of indulgent ſkies! tho? lilly pure 
And roſe of fragrant leaf, beſt repreſent © + 1 7/ 
Maria's ſnowy breaſt and ruddy chern 
Bluſhing with bloom: tho* Campbell's, ——— 18 
Sublimer branch, indulging loftier ſhade 
To heaven inſtructed Bard, that ſtrings deen, * 
Melodious, his founding: wire, to tales K 
Of beauties praiſe; or from victorĩous 8 30 
Heroes returning fierce: unenvyed ma ei 
The ſnowy lilly-flouriſh round the brov / 
Of Gallia's king: the Thiſtle happier far 
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Exalted into nobler fame, ſhall riſe 
Trinmphant o'er each flowery to Scotia's Bards 
Subject of laſting ſong, their Monarch's choice; 
Who, bounteous to the lowly weed, refus'd 
Embroider'd, in his enſigns, wide diſplay'd . 
Along the mural breach : how oft, beneath 

Its martial influence, has Scotia's ſons 


Orkney or Stair, with dauntleſs valour, fought = 


On Gallia's hoſtile ground? while o'er their breaſt, 
Companion to the Silver-ſtar, 1th 
Of fame unſullied and ſuperior deed, | 
Diſtinguiſh'd ornament! 0,110 0 
Surrounds the ſainted croſs, with coſtly row / 
Of gems, emblaz'd, and flame of radiant gold, 
Roſe to renown: hear the recording Muſe, | 
While back thro” ages that have roll'd ſhe leads 
Victor o'er time, the triumph of the Muſe. 

As yet for love of arts and arms renown'd, - 


For hoary Sires with gifts of wiſdom grac'd, 


Unrival'd maids in beauties bloom, deſire 


96 with ſacred ſong, 


OF THE THIS T LE. 49 
Flouriſh'd, ſublime, the Piftih throne; "— 
Equals in way; while bor lite hired 
To ſingle rule, diſdaining to bey: 
Oft led by hate and thirſt of dire revenge 1 f 
For raviſh'd beauty, or for kindred fan, 
Wide-waſting others realms with injoads fierce | 
Untill the Second Kenneth, great in am, | 
Brandiſh d th avenging ford, that low in err 
Humbled the baughty race: yet oſt, of war, 
Weary, and havoik dire, in mu,ν¹ç Io“, 
| Embru'd, the nations 3018 d in leugues of pence 
hort ſpace enjoy'd; He eee 
By jealous love ef Empire bred,” again, 
With fatal breath; blew the dive"farhe of war, - 
| Rekindling fierce CTY 
By the difpoling will of gracious Heav'n 1 
| Ordain'd the Prince of Peace. rer Brick .Y 
Grace of the PiAith throne; in roſy youth; 1 
Of beauties bloom, in his young heart, _—k 
Spouſal-deſires, ſoft love, und doreay'd peace | 
Her dowry. Then, his hywencal torch, : 
Concord, high brandifſyd; wa in bode hor, 
Link'd the contending race, But ah !' how vain - | 
Hopes mortal man, his joys on earth, to laſt 
Perpetnal and fincere : for Athelſtane, 
Fierce from the conqueſt of great Alured, 111 
Northumbrian ruler, came: On Tweda's ſhore 
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Full twenty thouſand brazen ſpears, he fix d, 
Shining a deathful view; diſmay'd the brave 
Erſt undiſmay'd:.even he, their warlike chief, 
Hungus, in arms, a great and mighty name, 
Felt his fierce heart, ſuſpended, if to meet 
The outrageous Saxon, dreadful in the ranks 
Of battle diſarray d. Suppliant of help, 

He ſues the Scottiſh race, by friendly ties 
Adjur'd and nuptial rites and equal fears. 
Led by their gallant prince, the choſen train 
Forſake their native walls. The glad acclaim 
Of ſhouting crowds, and the ſoft virgins wiſh 
Purſue the parting chiefs to battle ſent, , -_. - 
With omens not averſe. Darkneſs aroſe 


1 


O'er heav'n and earth, as now but narrow ſpace. 


Sundered each hoſtile force: ſole in his tent 
The youthful chief the hope of Albion, lay 


slumb' ring ſecure, when in the hour of ſleep 


A venerable form, St. Andrew, ſeen Nn 
Majeſtic and ſolemn, before his ſight 
In viſion, ſtood: ee eee 1 


Look'd wiſdom, and mature ſedateneſs weig d 
In doubtful counſels, from his temples flowd 
His hair, white as the ſnowy fleece that cloaths _ 


The Alpine ridge, a-croſs his ſhoulders hung 


A baldric, where ſome heay'nly pencil wrought 


The events of years to come prophetic drawn, 


Seaſons and times: in his right hand he held 
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A Croſs, far beaming thro? the night; his left 
A pointed Thiſtle rear d. Fear not he cry'd 
Thy country's early pride, for lo! to thee 
Commiſſion'd I, from heav'n's eternal King, 
Xtherial meſſenger of tidings glad, 
Propitious am ſent. Then be thou bold, 
To morrow ſhall deliver to thy hand 
The troops of Athelſtane. But oh! attend, 
Inſtructed from the ſkies, the terms of Fate, 
Conditional, aſſign'd; for if miſled 1 
By curſed luſt of arbitrary ſway, | 
Thou, or of thee to come, thy race ſhall wage 
Injurious war, unrighteous to invade 
His neighbour's realms, who dares the guilty deed, 
Him Heaven ſhall deſert in needful hour 
Of ſad diſtreſs, deliver'd o'er a prey 
To all the nations round. This plant I bear, 
Expreſſive emblem of thy equal deed. 
This, inoffenſive in its native field, 
Peaceful inhabitant, and lowly grows; 
Yet who with hoſtile band its briſtlie ſpears 
Unpuniſh'd may provoke? and ſuch be thou 
Unprompt t' invade, and active to defend; 
Wiſe fortitude ! but when the morning flames, 
Secure, in heav'n, againſt yon fated hoſt 
Go up and overcome, When home return'd 
With triumph, crown'd, grateful to me ſhalt rear 
A riſing temple on the deſtin'd ſpace, 

— L 
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With lofty towers and battlements adorn'd, 

A houſe where God ſhall dwell. The viſion ſpoke, 
And mix'd with night, when ſtarting from his couch 
The youth from ſlumber wak d. The mingled cries 

Of horſe, and horſemen furious for the day, 
Aſſail his ears. And now both armies clos'd 
Tempeſtuous fight. Aloud the welkin roars, 
Reſounding wide, and groans of death are heard 
Superior o'er the din. The rival Chiefs 
Each adverſe battle gor'd. Here Athelſtane, 
Horrent in mail, rear'd high his moony ſhield 
With Saxon trophies charg'd and deeds of blood, 
Horrid atchievement ! nor leſs furious there 
Hungus enſlam'd with deſp'rate rage, and keen 
Deſire of victory: and near him join'd, 5 
With ſocial valour, by the viſion, fir d, 
The hopes of Caledon, the Scottiſh oak 
Plys furious, that from the mighty's blood 
Return'd not back unſtain d. Thus when the ſeeds 
Of fire and nitrous ſpume and grain aduſt, 
Sulphureous, diſtend Earth's hollow womb, 
Sicilian Etna labours to diſgorge 
Dreadful eruption, from the ſmoking top 
Flows down the molten rock in liquid ore, 
A threefold current to the waſted plain, 
Each ravaging a ſep rate way: ſo fought _ 
Deſpꝰ' rate the Chiefs; nine hours in equal ſcale 
The battle hung, the tenth the Angel rear'd 
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The tutelary croſs, then diſarray 


Fell on the Saxon hoſt, Thus when of old 

The Amalekite in vale of Rephidim, 

Againſt the choſen race of Judah, ſet 

The battle in array, and various chance 

Alternate rul'd, when as the fun went down, 

Aaron and Hur upſtaid the failing hands 

Of Moſes, to ſuſtain the potent rod, 

Till Iſrael overthrew : thus fore that day 

The battle went againſt the numerous hoſts 

Of Athelſtane, impure; the daring Chief, 

Far from the ſlaughter born, a ſwelling ſtream 

By ſudden rains high ſurging o'er its banks, 

Impervious to his flight, for ever ſank, 

Number'd amongſt the dead. Then rout on rout, 

Confuſion on confuſion, wild diſmay, 

And ſlaughter raging-wide, o'erturn'd the bands 
re while ſo proud array'd. Amaz'd they fled 

Before the Scottiſh ſword; for from the word, 

From the drawn ſword, they fled, eee 

The victor's ſhout, and grievouſneſs of war. 

The royal youth, thus victor of his vows, 
Leads to his native land with conqueſt crown'd, 
His warring powers; nor of the heav'nly dream 
Unmindful, bade the promis'd towers aſpire 
With ſolemn rites made ſacred to the name 
Of him in viſion ſeen, Then to inſpire 
Love of heroic worth, and kindle ſeeds 

L 2 


0. 


84 THE EPISODE 


of virtuous emulation in the ſoul 

Rip'ning to deed, he crown d his manly breaſt 

With a refulgent Star, and in the ſtar 

Amidſt the rubies blaze, diſtinguiſh'd ſhines 

The fainted Croſs, around whoſe golden verge 

The embroider'd Thiſtle, bleſt incloſure! winds 

A warlike foliage of ported ſpears 

Defenceful : laſt, partakers of his fame, 

He adds a choſen train of gallant youths, 

IIluſtrious fellowſhip ! above their Peers 

Exalted eminent : the ſhining band, 

Devote to fame, along the crowded ſtreets 

Are led, exulting, to the lofty fane 

With holy feſtival and ritual pomp 

Inſtall'd, of ſolemn prayer, and offer'd vows 

Inviolate, and facred, to preſerve \ 

The ordinance of heav'n, and great decree - 

Voice of the ſilent night: O ill forſeen, 

O judgments ill forwarn'd and ſure denounc'd 

Of future woes and cov'nants broke in blood, 

That children's children wept : how didſt thou grieve, 

O virgin daughter, and what tears bedew'd 

The cheek of hoary age, when, as the Fates, 

Tranſgreſs'd the high command, ſeverely will'd, 

The hapleſs youth, as the fierce lion's whelp, 

Fell in the fatal ſnare? that ſacred head 7 
* This refers to the ſtory of King Alpin ſlain by the Pitts, 

and his head fix'd to a pole. See Buchanan book 5th. 
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Where late the Graces dwelt, and wiſdom mild 
Subdued attention, gaſtly, pale, deform'd, 

Of royalty deſpoil'd, by ruthleſs hands 

Fixt on a ſpear, the ſcoff of gazing crowds, 

Mean triumph, born : then firſt the radiant Croſs 
Submitted in the duſt, diſhonour foul, 

Her holy ſplendors; firſt, the Thiſtle's ſpears 
Broke by a hoſtile hand, the Silver-ſtar 

Felt dim eclipſe, and mourn'd, in dark ſojourn, 

A tedious length of years, till he, the fifth 
Triumphant James, of STUART's ancient Line, 
Reſtor'd the former grace, and bade it ſhine, 

With added gifts adorn'd. To choſen twelve, 
Inveſted with the ornaments of fame, 

Their ſovereign's love, he bounteous, gave to wear, 
Acroſs their ſhoulders flung, the radiant brede 

Of evening blue, of ſimple faith unſtain'd 
Miſterious ſign and loyalty ſincere. 

Approven Chiefs ! how many ſons, enroll'd 

In the fair deathleſs liſt, has Scotia ſeen, 

Or terrible in war for bold exploit ? 

Beſt Champions ! or in mild arts of peace 


Lawgivers wiſe, and of endanger'd rights 


Firm guardians i in evil times, to death 
Aſſerting Virtue's cauſe, and Virtue's train? 
Bleſt patronage ! nor theſe, with envy, view 
Th' embroider'd Garter to ſurround the knee 
Of military chiefs of Brutus blood ; 
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With equal honours grac d, while monarchs bear 
The conſectated Croſs, and happy Plant 
Bright on the regal robe; nor valued mote 
Th' anointing oil of heaven. In Britain's ſhicld 
The Northern Star mingles with George's beams, 
11 Conſorted light, and near Hibernia's harp, 
„ Breathing the ſp'rit of peace and ſocial love, 

1 Harmonious power, the ſacred Thiſtle fills 
Diſtinguith'd place, and guards the Engliſh Roſe, 
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SPEECH OF RANDOLPH. 
A FRAGMENT. 


OF BRUCE BOOK ad. 


Emand'ſt thou, mighty Bruce, to know from whence 

My lineage I derive; then hear a tale 
Well known thro' fair Stirlina's fruitful bounds, 
My native land; of ancient Scottiſh Kings, 
Thy royal anceſtry, O Brace, am I 
Vndoubted offspring; and, forgive the boaſt, 
From the ſame fount my blood united flows, 
Ally'd to thine. As yet Cameldoun's walls 
By Forth, delightful ſtream! encircled ſtood 
The ſeat of Edenuther, Pictiſh King; 
To whole deſtruction, eager to revenge 
The breach of faith and hoſpitable laws 
Inſulted his embattled hoſt - 
Fierce Corbred led: for from Dunſtaffnage towers, 
Pretending love, and Hymeneal rite, 
The treacherous Pict with meditated force, 
Bore Ethelind, her country's juſteſt pride 
Peerleſs and fair; a thouſand heroes fought 
For her to death, fierce raging round the walls 
Of lofty Cameldoun : the guilty prince 
Had dearly paid the price of faith forſworn, 
But ſtudious of new frauds within his walls 
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H' invites the Scottiſh train, friendly to meet 
In amicable talk, fair Ethelind 
To be the pledge of future peace, and join 
The warring nations, in eternal league 
Of love connubial : the unweeting King 
Enter'd the hoſtile gates ; with feaſt and ſong 
The towers reſound, till the dark midnight hour 
Awake the murderers: in ſleep he fell 
With all his Peers, in early life, and left 
His vowed revenge, and ſiſter unredeem'd. 
Now was the royal virgin left expos'd 
To the fell victor's luſt, no friend to aid, 
Her brother ſlain, and fierce and mighty Chiefs 
That warr'd in her defence: how could alas! 
Unſhelter'd helpleſs innocence reſiſt | 
Th' infernal raviſher ? with ſtedfaſt mind 
She ſcorn'd his proferr'd love; by Virtue's aid 
Triumphing o'er his luſt. In vain with tears 
And rough complaint that ſpoke a ſavage heart, 
Strove he to gain and woo her to his will: 
In vain, enrag'd and ruthleſs in his love, 

He threaten'd. Death diſdain'd, force was the laſt, 
But that her arm oppos'd, reſolv d to ſtrike 
The poignard in her breaſt, her virtues guard. 

All arts thus try'd in vain, at laſt incens'd 
Deep in a dungeon, from the chearful light | 
Far, far, remov'd the wretched maid he threw 
Deplorable; doom'd in that dwelling drear 
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To waſte her anxious days and ſleepleſs nights, 
Anguiſh extreme! ah, how unlike theſe hours 
That in her father's palace wont to paſs 

In feſtival and dance. Her piteous ſhrieks 

Mov'd her ſtern keeper's heart, ſecret he frees 

The imprifon'd maid; and to the King relates 

Her death, diſſembling. Then with fell deſpite 
And rage, inflam'd for unenjoyed love, 

The Monarch ſtorm'd, he loath'd his food and fled 
All human converſe, fruſtrate of his will. 

Mean while the nymph forſakes the hoſtile walls 
Flying by night; thro” pathleſs wilds unknown 
Guideleſs ſhe wanders, in her frighted ears 
Still hears the tyrant's voice, in fancy views 
His form terrific, and his dreaded front 
Severe in frowns; her tender heart is vex'd 
With every fear, and oft conſents to die. 

Now day return'd and chearful light began 

T' adorn the heav'ns, loſt in the hills ſhe knew 
No certain path; around the dreary waſte 

Sending her weeping eye, in vain requir'd 

Her native fields, Dunſtaffnage well known tow'rs, 
And high Edeſta's walls, her father's reign. 

Three days the royal wanderer bore the heat 
Intenſely fervent, and three lonſome nights 
Wet with the chilling dews; the foreſt oak 
Supply'd her food, and at the running ſtream, 

Patient, ſhe ſlack'd her thirſt. But when the fourth 
M 
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Aroſe; deſcending from the Ochell height, 
The flow'ry fields beneath, ſhe wander'd long 
Erroneous, diſconſolate, forlorn, 

Jerne's ſtream. ſhe paſs d, a riſing hill 
Stood on the bank oppas'd, adorn'd with trees, 
A ſilvan ſcene! thither ſhe bent her flight, 
O'ercome with toil, and gently laid her down 

In the imbow ring ſhade: the de of ſleep 

Fell on her weary eyes, then pleaſing dreams 
Began to lay the tempeſt in her mind, 

Calming from troubled thoughts: to regal pomp 
She ſeems reſtor d, her brother's fate revenged, 
The tyrant ſlain: ſhe dream'd till morn aroſe, 
The fifth that roſe, ſince from Cameldoun's walls 
She bent her flight; the chearful day invites, - 
From fair Dundalgan's ever ſunny towers, 
Mildred t' ariſe, who oft in fields. of death 
Victorious, led the Picts embattled race, 
IIluſtrious Chief! he, to the hilly height, 

His morning walk, pleas'd with the ſeaſon fair, 
Betakes him muſing, there it was he ſaw 

Fair Ethelind, ſurpris'd as Hengiſt's ſon. 

Elfred aſleep beheld; when as ſhe fled 

From Saxony, to ſhun a ſtep-dame's rage 

That {ought her life, he with prevailing words: 
Woo'd the conſenting maid: nor leſs amaz d 
The Pictiſn leader ſaw. the beauteous form, 

Fixt in ſurpriſe and ardent gaze, he ſtood. 
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Wond'ring! his beating heart with joy o'etflow'd. 
He led her bluſſiing from the ſacred grove 

In baſhful modeſty, and doubting joy 

Chaſtis'd with fear, alternate in her breaſt, 

Poor lovely mourner! to his parents ſhow'd 

The beauteous ſtranger; they in age rever'd 

Lift up their trembling hands, and bleſt the maid, 
Beſt workmanſhip of heaven! the youthful Chief 
Tranſported every day his gueſt beheld, 

And every day beheld with new delight, 

Her winning graces mild, and form divine, 

That drew with ſoft attraction, kindling love, 
Enflam'd his foul: ſtill new delays he frames 

To gain a longer ſtay, e're he reſtore 

The beauteous exile to her native land, ” 
His promis'd faith. The ftory of her woes, 
He o'er and o'er demands; ſhe pleas'd relates 

Her paſt adventures ſad, but, prudent, kept 
Unknown her royal race; the ardent youth 

Hangs on the ſpeaker's lips, ſtill more and more 
Enamour'd of her charms, by courtly deed 

He ſought the virgin's love; by prayers and vows 
Won to conſent; the nuptial day aroſe, 

Awak'd by muſick's found ; the Gods invok'd 

Io bliſs the hallow'd rite, and happy night 

That to his arms beſtow'd the much-loy'd maid, 
The gift of Heaven: then gladneſs filPd his heart 
Unſpeakable, as when the Sapient King, 
| M 2 
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The ſon of David, on the happy day 
Of his eſpouſals, when his mother bound 
His brow in regal gold, delighted ſaw 
His fair Egyptian bride adorn'd with all 
Perfection, blooming in celeſtial ſweets. 

While thus the royal exile liv'd remote, 
In Hymen's ſofteſt joys, the Scottiſh Chiefs 
Prepare for battle, ſtudious to redeem 
Their captive Queen, unknowing of her fate; 
With juſt ſucceſs unbleſs'd, diſcomfited 
They fell in ruthleſs fight, their mighty men 
Unworthy bondage ! helpleſs exiles ſold 
To foreign lands. The Pictiſn King enrag'd 
Collects a hoſt, embattled as the ſands 
Along the Solway coaſt, from all the bounds 
Of his wide Empire, Brica's riſing towers, 
And jeda's antient walls, once ſeat, of Kings, 
With Eden rais'd on rocks, and Cameldoun, 
Send forth their chiefs and citizens to war, 
Pour'd thro? their lofty gates. What anguiſh then, | 
O royal virgin, vex'd thy tender heart, 
When thoudid'ſt ſee thy huſband, of thy country's foes 
Enroll'd their leader? much did'ſt thou adjure 
By nuptial ties, much by endearing love, 
To ſpare thy country in the waſte of war; 
He too, the youthful Chief, long doubting ſtood 
*Twixt love and duty, unreſolved of choice 
Hard conflict! to Dunſtaffnage walls he flies, 


8 


Companions of her flight. The King mean while, 
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And left the weeping Fair, intent to drown 


The voice of love, ſoft pleading in his heart, 
In ſounds of battle; but in vain ! his wife, 

A beauteous form, {till riſes to his thoughts 
In ſupplicating tears; he grieves to ſee _ 
The mingling hoſts engage, and dreads to find 
Amid'ſt the ſlain, his kindred new ally'd. 

But now the Pictiſn King with mighty Chiefs 
Selected from his Peers, purſues his way 
To raze the Scottiſh walls, Dundalgan's towers 
Receive their Monarch, proud to entertain 
The mighty gueſt : exults the haughty King 
With ſavage joy, when firſt his eyes beheld 
The maid fo lately loſt, again reſtor d 
Sad victim to his luſt : what could ſhe do, 
Hopeleſs of aid? or how alas! avert 
The dire event that from the Monarch's luſt 
Her fears preſag d? twas Heaven her thoughts inſpir'd 
In hour of {ad extreme, ſhe flies the dome 
With two, alone of all her menial train, 


Hot with deſire and violent to enjoy, 

Him nor the bowl delights, nor ſprightly mird, 
Nor tale of martial Knight in antient time 
Recited: the unfiniſh'd feaſt he leaves 

With wine enflam' d and ill perſwading luſt, 
Worſt councellor! a ſecret way he found 


That to the Queen's apartment led unſeen ; 
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Thither he flies through many a lofty hall, 
Where heroes oft have met in wiſe conſult, 

Elate in thought; but Heavens! what fell deſpite, 

What raging pain tore his diſtracted mind, 

When firſt he knew the royal fair was fled ? 
Deſp'rate in rage, he hopes his abſent prey, 
Intent to raviſn. Hurrying to the camp 
He ſought the General's tent, begirt around 

With noble Picts there weeping Ethelind, 

In ſoft'ned anguiſh, on the heroe's breaſt 

He found reclining, fad : he would have ſeiz d 

The trembling fair one from her lover's arms, 

Her ſureſt refuge, miſerably torn, 

Victim to luſt obſcene, had not the youth 

Withſtood the dire attempt; of ſovereign ſway 

Haughty, the Monarch'rag'd and-call'd his chiefs 

To aid, his chiefs refuſe th' unjuſt command: 

Then impotent of mind he ſtorm'd, he rav'd, 

_ Outrageous in ire: then wild uproar, 

Tumult, and martial din, ſounds o'er the camp, 

While theſe aſſiſt the King, and theſe the youth, 
By fearleſs friendſhip led: the claſh of ſwords, , 
Through the ſtill night, heard on the Scottiſſi walls, 
Alarms the chiefs in midnight council met : 
The boldeſt of their warrior traih they chuſe 

For ſecret ambuſh, ſheath'd in jointed mail; 

Th' intrepid bund beneath a bending hill, 

Await the rifing dawn; Mildred they ſeiz d, 
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The royal exile and their ſocial train, 
Flying the Monarch's rage: the beauteaus Queen 
Rejoices to behold her native walls, 
So long exil'd: her Peers with lifted: hands _ 
Extoll'd the bounteons Gods, their Queen return'd, 
The wondrous work: of Fate; now ſhe relates 
Her direful tale, the audience melt in tears. 

Mean while the Monarch raging in the camp, 
Forſook of all his Peers, for fierce aſſault 
prepar d, attended with a deſperate crew 
Of men, that ſhar'd: in partnerſhip of crimes, 
March'd forward to his fate; the ambuſf d train 
Riſe ſudden, round them ſpread, the ſlaughter d dead 
Himſelf, as furious in the front he warr'd, 
Bled by a well aim' d ſpear; to puniſh'd. ghoſts 
Of Kings perſidious, fled his guilty-ſoul. 
The Monarch ſlain, the Pictiſn Chiefs that late 

Forſook the noiſ camp, conveen within 

The Scottiſh. walls, the Princes joyful:plight 
In leagues of mutual peace; in every fane- 
Each grateful altar blaz d; to heaven they. paid: ' '* 
Their vows, their Queen reſtor'd; and with her, peace 
The purchaſe of her love: through all the tuwun 
Publick rejoicings reign d; the voice of mirth. 
Was heard in ev'ry ſtreet, that blazing ſhone 
Illuminated bright. The diadem 
Inſtar'd with diamond gems and flaming gold; 
Magnificent! by Scotias Monarchs worn 
From eldeſt times, upon her beauteous:brow: 
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Plac'd by a mitred prieſt, in rich array, 
Incircling, ſhines; her native peers around, 
Mix'd with the Pictiſn Chiefs, admiring ſtand, 
Pleas'd with her heav'nly ſmiles, her gentle look, 
The type of ſofter rule: then next they gave 
The ſceptre to her hands; the precious ſtones 
Blaz'd on the beaming point, hail! Queen of Scots 
Joyful they cry, hail ! to thy own return'd, 
Safe from a thouſand toils, beyond our hopes, 
Crown'd where thy fathers reign'd: thus paſt the night 
In celebrated rites; when morn aroſe 
The aſſembl'd ſenate, partner of her throne 
Elect the noble youth, in times of peace 
To aid by counſel and in war to lead 
Her marſhall'd chiefs ; thus ended all her woes. 
Bleſs'd in her huſband's, and her ſubjects love, 
Peace flouriſh'd in her reign : three ſons ſhe bare 
All men of valour known; well could they bend 
The bow in time of need. Her eldeſt grac'd 
With all the train of virtues that adorn 
A Prince, ſucceeded to the Scottiſh rule 
His mother's kingdom; in his happy days 
The Scottiſh proweſs twice o'erthrew the Dane 
In bloody confli, from our fatal ſhore 
Repulſt with ignominious rout, diſgraced. 
Her ſecond hope born to unluckyer fate 
Matchleſs in fight and every gallant deed, 
The terror of his foes, his country's hope 
In ruthleſs battle by ignoble hands 
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Fell in his prime of youth, for ever wept, 
For ever honour'd, Athingart the laſt 
For prudence far renown'd, Elgidra's charms 
The heroe fir'd, as in her fathers court 
A peaceful legate by his brother ſent | 
To Pictland's Monarch; there the royal youth 
Graceful, in warlike tournament above 
His equals ſhone, and won the princely maid 
Courted by rival kings: from that embrace 
Deſcend a thouſand Chiefs, that lineal heir'd 
The virtues of their Sire, witneſs the fields 
Of Loncart, and the ſtreams that purple ran 
With ſtain of Daniſh blood : the brazen ſpears 
And creſted helms, and antique ſhields, the ſpoils 
Of chiefs in battle ſlain, hung on the roof, 
Eternal trophies of their martial deeds, 
From ſon to ſon preſerv'd with jealous care. 
My father in his country's quarrel met 
A glorious fate, when god-like Wallace fought ; 
He, firm adherer to the nobler cauſe, 
Shar'd all his toils, and bled in all his fights, 
Till Falkirk faw him fall; with Grahame he fell, 
Wallace his bold compeer, whom, great in arms, 
Wallace alone ſurpaſt. With martial thoughts 
He fir d my youthful mind, and taught betimes 
To build my glory on my country's love, 
His great example! to thy native reign 
If thee, thy fate propitious to the good, 
Reſtored, h' enjoin'd me to unite my force, 
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From foreign victors to retrieve again 
Thy raviſh'd kingdoms : then this ford he ow” 
In dangers ever faithful to his am 
Pledge of paternal love; nor ſhall the foe 

Exult, I ween, to ſind the daftard fon 
Degen'rate from his Sire, to welld'in vain 

A father's gift. In me, O Bruce; behold + 

A willing warrior, from Bodotria's ſtream 

I lead my native bands, hardy and bold, 
In fight diſtinguiſſi'd by ſuperior deed. 

He ſaid and ceas d; the arm'd mm ſtood 
Silent in thought, till from his lofty ſent 
Great Bruce aroſe----O noble youth! he cry'd, 

Deſcended from a line of noble Sires, © 
Accept thy Monarch's thanks----- Welcome —_ 
Welcome thy ſequent Chiefs; thy country ag 
Oppreſs'& by dire uſurpers, now demands 

Warriors like thee, where death and bloodſhed * 
In canflit ſtern; do thou approve thy might 

Above thy fellows, by tranſcendent acts 

To Fame endeared; She, on thy praiſe well pleas'd 
Conſtant to dwell, ſhall rear thee up on high 

The loftieſt branch, t adorn thy antient ſtem. 

He ſpake, and gave the youth his plighted hand d 
pledge of benevolence and kind intent; | 
The Chiefs around embrace and glad receive 
The youthful champion worthy of his race. 
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APITAPH!: 
ON 
LORD NEWHALL. 


o fame let Flat ry the proud column raiſe, 


And gililty greatneſs Joad with RY 
This monument ſor nobler uſe deſign d . 


Speaks to che heart, and riſes for mankind; | 


_ Whoſe moral ſtrain if rightly underſtood, - - | 
Invites thee to be humble, wiſe and good. 1 
Learn here of life, life's &v'ry ſacred end. 

Hence form the father, huſband, judge and friend: 

Here wealth and greatneſs found no partial grace, 

The poor look'd fearleſs in the oppreſſors faces; 

One plain good meaning thro' were 

And if he err'd, alas he ert'd as man. 

If then unconſcious of fo:fair a fame Lt 

Thou read'ſt without the wiſh:to be ae cams 

Tho? proud of titles, or af boundleſs fore, | 

By blood ignoble, and by wealth made pft. 

Yet read; ſome vice perhaps tiou eee ont 9 

Be ev'n that momentary virtue thine, 

Heav'n in thy breaſt here work its firſt . 

Think on this man, and Nantes ei, 


EPITAPH 
ON 
LORD BINNY. 


Eneath this ſacred marble ever ſleeps 


Whom brothers, ſiſters pious griefs purſue, 
And childrens tears with virtuous drops bedew; 


The Loves and Graces grieving round appear, 


Ev'n Mirth herſelf becomes a mourner here, 
The ſtranger who directs his ſteps this way 
Shall witneſs to thy worth, and wondring ſay, 
Thy life tho? ſhort can we unhappy call! - 
Sure thine was bleſt, for it was ſocial all: 

O may no hoſtile hand this place invade, 

For ever ſacred to thy gentle ſhade, | 
Who knew in all life's offices to pleaſe, 
Join'd taſte to virtue, and to virtue eaſe ; 
With riches bleſt did not the poor diſdain, 
Was knowing, humble, and was great, humane, 
By good men honour'd, by the bad approv'd, 
And lov'd the Muſes, by the Muſes lov'd; _ 
Hail! and farewell, who bore the gentleſt mind, 
For thou indeed haſt been of human kind; 


For whom a father, mother, conſort weeps ; 


E PIT APH 
- "un 
LORD BARGANY. 


O hence inſtructed from this early urn, 
Wiſe as you weep, and better as you mourn; 

This urn, where titles, fortune, youth repoſe, 
How vain the fleeting good that life beſtows ! 
Learn Age, when now it can no more ſupply, © 
To quit the burden, and conſent to dy; Dae] 
Secure, the truly virtuous never tell, 
How long the part was acted, nn 
Youth, ſtand convicted of each fooliſh claim, 
Each daring wiſh of lengthen'd life and fame, 
„„ and thy fame à breath, 
The natural end, oblivion and deatenn 23 
Hear then iis ik what: hlydiahal;i N 
Submiſs adore, for this is mankind's all. $1 


E PIT APH 
o N, 
SN IAM ES SSOOT T. 


2 unambitious ſtone preſerves a name 

To friendſhip ſanctify d, untouch'd — 
A fon Um by holy duty fir d. 
Theſe ſung a friend, by friendly 26a] infplr'd, 
No venal falſſibod ſtain d the filial tear 
Unbought, unaſł d, the friendly praiſe ſincere; 
Both for a good man weep; without offence, 
Who led his days in eaſe and innocence, 
His tear roſe honeſtʒ honeſt roſe his mile, 


His heart no falſhood knew, his — gat; | 


A ſimple mind with plain, juſt notions fraught, 


Nor warp'd by vid, Aot by provid. ſcience taught, 


Nature's plain light ſtill rightly underſtood, 
That never heſitates the fair and yood----- 


Who view d ſelf ballanc'd from his calm retreat, : 


The ſtorms that vex the buſy and the great, 
Unmingling in the ſcene, whate'er befell 

Pity'd his ſuff ring kind, and wiſh'd em well; 
Careleſs if Monarchs frown'd, or ſtateſmen ſmil'd, 
His purer joy, his friend, his wife or child; 
Conſtant to act the hoſpitable part, 5 

Love in his look, and welcome in his heart, 
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EPITAPH ON SIR JAMES SOOTY. 103 
Such unpriz d bleſſings did his life employ, 
The ſocial moment, the domeſtic joy, 
A joy beneficent; warm, cordial, kind, 
That leaves no doubt, no grudge, no ſting behind : 
The heart-born rapture'that from Virtue ſprings, 
The poor man's portion, God withheld . * 
His life af decent time was bid to ceaſe; 
Finiſh'd amongſt his weeping friends in xn ; 
Go traveller, wiſh his ſhade eternal reſt, 
Go, be the ſame, for this is to be bleſt.. 
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EPITAPTPH 


O N 


Mas. COLQUHOUN OF LUSS. 


"Nblam'd, O ſacred ſhrine, let me draw near, 
A ſiſter's aſhes claim a brother's tear, 

No ſemblant arts this copious ſpring ſupply, 
"Tis Nature's drops, that ſwell in friendſhip's eye; 
O'er this ſad tomb, ſee kneeling brothers bend, 
Who wail a ſiſter, that excell'd a friend; 
A child like this each parent's wiſh engage, 
Grace of his youth and ſolace of his age: 
Hence the chaſt virgin learn each pious art 
Who ſighs ſincere to bleſs a virtuous heart, 
The faithful youth, when Heaven the choice inſpires, 
Such hope the partner of his kind deſires. 
Oh early loſt! yet early all fulfill'd 
Each tender office of wife, ſiſter, child; 
All theſe in early youth, thou hadſt obtain'd; 
The fair maternal pattern yet remain'd, 

Heav'n ſought not that---elſe Heay'n had bid to ſpare, 
To thine ſucceeds now Providence's care------ 
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Amidſt the pomp that to the dead we give 

To ſooth the vanity of thoſe that live, 

Receive thy deſtin'd place, a hallow'd grave, 

'Tis all we can beſtow, or thou can'ſt crave. 

Be theſe the honours that imbalm thy name, 
The matron's praiſe, woman's beſt ſilent fame, 
Such to remembrance dear, thy worth be found 
When Queens, and flatterers ſleep forgot around, 
Till awful ſounds ſhall break the ſolemn reſt, 
Then wake amongſt the bleſt, for ever bleſt. 
Mean while upon this ſtone, thy name ſhall live, 
Sure heaven will let this pious verſe ſurvive, 


EPITAPH 
'ON 


Mus. KEI TH. 


Water all- giving nature could impart, 


Whate er or charm'd the eye, or warm d the heart, 


Beauty, by candid Virtue {till approv'd, 
Virtue, by Beauty render'd molt belov'd; 
Whate'er kind Friendſhip, or endearing Truth, 
For bleſt old age had treafur'd up in youth ; 
What bleſt old age, in its laſt calm adieu, 
Might with applauſe and conſcious joy review, 
Repoſes here, to wake in endleſs bliſs, 
Too early raviſh'd from a world like this! 
Where fair examples ſtrike, but not inſpire 

To imitate the virtues all admire : 

. Yet liſten, virgins! to this ſaving ſtrain, 

If ſhe has liy'd,----Let her not die in vain, 
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NY TAY; paſſenger; this ſtone demands thy tear; 
Here reſt the hopes of many a tender year: 
Our ſorrow now----ſv late our joy and praiſe! 

Loſt in the mild Aurora of her days. 

What Virtues might have grac'd her fuller day! 
But, ah! the charm juſt ſhown and ſnatch'd away. 

Friendſhip, Love, Nature, all reclaim in vain; | 
Heav'n when it wills, reſumes its gifts again. 


THE WIS H. 
F join'd*to make up virtue's glorious tale, 
A weak, but pious aidcan aught avail, 
Each ſacred ſtndy, each diviner page 
That once inſpir'd my youth, ſhall ſooth my age, 


. Deaf to ambition, and to intereſt's call; 


Honour, my titles, and enough, my all; 

No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſlave of ſtate, 

Serene from fools, and guiltleſs of the great, 

Some calm and undiſturb'd retreat I'll chuſe 

Dear to myſelf and friends. Perhaps the mule 
May grant, while all my thoughts her charms imploy, 
If not a future fame, a preſent joy, | 

Pure from each feverith hope, each weak 4 0 | 
Thoughts that improve, and ſlumbers that inſpire; 1 
A ſtedfaſt peace of mind, rais'd far above 

The guilt of hate and weakneſſes of Love 
Studious of life, yet free from anxious care, 

To others candid, to myſelf ſevere, 

Filial, ſubmiſſive to the ſovereign will, 

Glad of the good, and paticpt of the ill, 

TIl work in narrow ſphere, what heaven approves, 
Abating hatreds, and increaſing loves, 

My friendſhip, ſtudies, pleaſures, all my own 
Alike to envy, and to fame unknown: 

Sach in ſome bleſt aſylum let me ly, - 

Take off my fill of life, and wait, not wiſh to dy- 
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A 
SERIOUS THOUGHT. 


| HRO! life's ſtran ge myſtic paths, how mankind 
A contradidtion ll in ll their ways; (ſirays} 
In youth's gay bloom, in wealth's infulting hour; 
As Heav'n all mercy was, they live ſecure, 
Yet full of fears, and anxious doubts expire, 
And in the awful judge forget the Sire: 
Fair Virtue then with faithful ſteps purſue, 
Thy good deeds many, thy offences few; 
That at the general doom thou may ſt appear 
With filial hope, allay d the ſubject's fear; 
Then to eternal happineſs ſurvive, 
2 muſt doom, the Sie forgive. 


 ASOLILOQUY. 


IN IMITATION 


OF HAMLET. 


V anxious ſoul is tore with doubtful ſtrife, 


Life ! death ! dread objects of mankind's debate; 
Whether, ſuperior to theſhocks of fate, 

To bear its fierceſt ills with ſtedfaſt mind, 

To Nature's order piouſly relign'd, 

Or, with magnanimous and brave diſdain, 

Return her baek th' injurious gift again. 

O! if to die, this mortal buſtle o'er, 

Were but to cloſe one's eyes, and be no more; 


From pain, from ſickneſs, ſorrows, ſafe withdrawn, | 


In night eternal that ſhall know no dawn 
This dread, imperial, wondrous frame of man, 
Loft in ſtill nothing, whence it firſt began: 
Yes, if the grave ſuch quiet could ſupply, 
Devotion's {elf might even dare to die. 

But, fearful here, tho curious to explore, 
Thought pauſes, trembling on the hither ſhore s 
What ſcenes may riſe, awake the human fear; 
Being again reſum'd, and God more near; 

If awful thunders the new gueſt appall, : 
Or the ſoft voice of gentle mercy call, 


And hangs ſuſpended betwixt death and life, . 
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This teaches life with all its ills to pleaſe, 
Afflicting poverty, ſevere diſeaſe; *_ 
To loweſt infamy gives power to charm, 
And ſtrikes the dagger from the boldeſt arm. 
Then, Hamlet, ceaſe; thy raſh reſolves ſorego; 
God, Nature, Reaſon, all will have it ſo; 
Learn by this ſacred horror, well ſuppreſt, 
Each fatal purpoſe in the traitor's breaſt. \ 
This damps revenge with ſalutary fear, 
And ſtops ambition in its wild career, 
Till virtue for itſelf begin tomove, 
And ſervile fearexalt to filial love. 
Then in thy breaſt let- calmer paſſions riſe, 
Adore thy lot, and, juſt, abſolve the ſkies. 
The ills of life ſee Friendſhip can divide; 
See angels warring on the good man's fide. 
Alone to virtue happineſs is given, 
On earth ſelf-ſatisfy'd, and crown'd in 8 
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A SOLILOQUY, 
" WROTE IN JUNE 1746. 


Yſterious mate of this breaſt, 
Enkindled by thy flame; 
By thee my being's beſt expreſt, 
For what thou art I am. 

With thee I claim celeſtial birth, 
A ſpark of heaven's own ray; 
Without thee ſink to vileſt earth, 
Inanimated clay. 

Now in this ſad and diſmal hour 
Of multiply'd diſtreſs, 
Has any formerthought the power 

To make thy ſorrows Jeſs. 

When all around thee cruel ſnares 
Threatning thy deſtin'd breath, - 
And every ſharp reflexion bears 
Want, exile, chains ordeath. 

Can ought that paſt in youth's fond reign 
The pleaſing vein reſtore, 
Lives beauty's gay, and feſtive train 
In memory's ſoft ſtore ? 

Or does the Muſe ? it's ſaid her art 
Can fierceſt pangs appeaſe, 
Can ſhe to thy poor trembling heart 
Now ſpeak the words of peace, 
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Yet ſhe was wont at early dawn 
To whiſper thy repoſe, 
Nor was her friendly art withdrawn 
At grateful evenings cloſe. 
Friendſhip, *tis true, its ſacred might, 
May mitigate thy doom; 
As lightning ſhot acroſs the night, 
A moment gilds the gloom. 
O God ! thy providence alone 
Can work a wonder here, 
And from this ſtate of lone deſpair 
Can baniſh every fear. | l 
Thy arm all powerful to ſave, | in 
May every doubt deſtroy ; | ./ 
And from the horrors of the grave, 
New raiſe to life and joy. 
From this, as from a copious ſpring, 
Pure conſolation flows; 
Makes the faint heart midſt ſufferings lng, 
And midſt deſpair rejoice. 
Yet from its creature gracious Heaven, 
Moſt merciful and juſt, ; 
Alles but for life, and ſafety given, 
Our faith and humble truſt. 
P * 
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TRANSLATIONS 


FROM 
HORACE 


HO RAC E, Boox 1 Ops 11. 


To W. D. 


A xx not, my friend „ what deſtin'd end 
| The Gods for thee or me intend; 


How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes : 
Far happier they, who ne'er repine 

To draw the lots, their fates aſlign, 
Then be advis'd, and try not thou 


What ſpells and cunning men can do. | 


Thy preſent years in mirth employ, 
And conſectate thy youth to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, 

Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 
Let youth, while yet it blooms, excite 
To wit, and mirth and gay delight, 
Nor then refuſe the voice that calls 

To viſits and to ſprightly balls. 


With blyth intent the goblet pour, 
That's ſacred to the genial hour, 
In flowing wine ſtill warm thy ſoul, 


And have no thoughts beyond the bowl, 


j 


HORACE, Box I. Ops 11. 17 | 


Behold the flying hour is loſt, 

For Time rides ever on the poſt, _ 
Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect thy joys 0 preſent "A 
And live in youth, while beſt you mayz -- 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 

Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand, 
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HO RAGE, ox 23d. Boox J. 
VITAS HINNULEO ME SIMILIS, CHLOE. 
Ell me, Hamilla, tell me wby 3 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 

Why from his fond embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 

55 II. 1 

So thro? the rocks, or dewy lawn, 
With plaintive cries, its dam to find 
Flys wing'd with fear the youngling fawn 
And trembles at each breath of wind. 
| II. | i 

Ah ! ſtop thy flight, why ſhouldſt thou fly ? 
What canſt thou in a lover fear ? 
No angry boar, nor lyon 1 

Purſue thy tender limbs to tear. 
| + # 
_ Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 

But haſte all rivals to outſhine, 
And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave Mama's arms, and come to mine, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
N the twentyfourth ode of the firſt book, Horace 
| bewails the loſs of a friend. It is addreſſed to 


the famous Virgil, on the death of M. Quindtilius | 


Varro, who was equally dear to themboth. He is 
mentioned again in the Art of Poetry, verſe 438. 
and highly commended for a very ſingular quality, 
his great integrity and frankneſs in correcting the 
writings of his friends. This ode is inferior to none 
of this author's excellent compoſitions, for that hap 


pineſs of expreſſion ſo peculiar to him, and abounds 


perhaps more than any of them in ſentiments of huma- 
nity and tenderneſs, as are not only proofs of the wri- 
ter's genius, but demonſtrate what is ſtill more valu- 
able, the man of worth and virtue. There is a great la- 
titude taken in this imitation,as indeed was neceſlary, 
from the different nature of its addreſs ; but the origi- 
nal is ſeldom entirely loſt, and there is an endeavour 
to give to the thoughts that are added the ſame hu- 
mane turn. The alluſions to the Pagan theology, which 
certainly loſe much of their grace when introduced 
into modern poetry, and applied to circumſtances of 
our own times, are here accommodated and made to 
correſpond with a purer belief. The Loves, the Smiles, 
the Graces, and all the reſt of that gay troop, may 
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ſtill be allowed to preſerve their places in love-verſes, 
and poems of a lighter turn. They may be ſuppoſed, 
in ſuch caſes, real exiſtences, and inhabit a fair cheek 
as gracefully now, as they did a thouſand years ago: 
but to introduce them into poeins of a ſerious-eompo- 
ſition, is ſurely highly improper, and, if it is not an 


. abſolute proof of the author's want of faith, it is at 


| leaſt a conſiderable one of his want of judgment. 
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IMITATED.. 


TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE DEATH OF HER FATHER, 
I. 
Hat meaſure ſhall affliction know ? 
| What bounds be ſet to ſuch a woe, 
| That weeps the loſs of one ſo dear? 
Come, Muſe of mourning ! haſte, ordain 
The ſacred melancholy ſtrain : 
When virtue bids, tis impious to forbear. 
II. 
Thy voice, with powerful bleſſings fraught, 
Inſpires the ſolemn ſerious thought; 
A hea v'nly ſorrow's healing art, 
That, whilſt it wounds, amends the heart. 
A far more pleaſing rapture thine, 
When bending over friendſhip's ſhrine, 
Than Mirth's fantaſtic varied lay, 
Deceitful, idle, flutt'ring, vain, 
Still ſhifting betwixt joy and pain, 
Where ſport the wanton; or where feaſt the gay. 
„ | 
In duſt the good and friendly lyes. 
Muſt endleſs ſlumber ſeal thoſe eyes. 
Oh! when ſhall modeſt Worth again, 
Integrity, that knows no ſtain, 
Q 
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Kind Truth, no falſe affected name, 

- To meet in ſocial union, find | 

So plain, ſo upright and ſo chaſte a mind? 
IV. 

By many good bewail'd, He's loſt; 

By thee, O beauteous virgin! molt. 

Thou claim'ſt, ah pious ! ah, in vain! 

Thy father from the grave again. 

Not on thoſe terms, by dooming heav'n, 

His loan of mortal life was giv'n. 

The equal lot is caſt on all, 

Obedient to the univer'al call. 

Ev'n thou, each decent part fol ſill'd, 

Wife, ſiſter, mother, friend and child, 

Muſt yield to the ſupreme decree, 

And every ſocial virtue weep for thee. 

V. 


What tho? thou boaſts each ſoul-ſubduing art, 
'That rules the movements of the human heart ; 


Tho? thine be every potent charm, 
The rage of envy to diſarm : 


Thus far heav'n grants, the great reward 


Of beauty, under virtue's guard: 
Yet all in vain aſcends thy pious pray'r, 


To bid th impartial Pow'r one moment ſpare; 
That Pow'r who chaſt ens whom he deareſt loves, 


Deaf to the filial ſorrow s he approves; 
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Seal'd ſacred by the inviolable fates, 
Vnlocks no more the adamantine gates, 
When once the Etherial Breath has wing'd its way, 
And left behind its load of mortal clay. 

oy VI. 

Severe indeed ! yet ceaſe the duteous tear ; 
'Tis nature's voice that calls aloud, ( F orheae, 
See, ſee deſcending to thy aid, 
Patience, fair celeſtial maid ; | 
She ſtrikes thro? life's dark gloom a bright ning ray, 
And ſmiles Adverſity away. 
White-handed Hope advances in her train, 
Leads to new life, and wakens joy again; 
She renders light the weight of human woes, 
And teaches to ſubmit when tis a crime t oppoſe. 


| HORACE, Ox 1. or Book IV. 


ENUS! call'ſt thou once more to arms? 
Sound'ſt thou once more thy dire alarms ? is 


Annoy'ſt my peaceful ſtate again----- 

Oh, faith of treaties ſworn in yain ! 

Seal'd with the ſignet of thy doves, 
Andratify'd by all the Loves, 

Spare, Goddeſs ! I implore, implore ! ! 
Alas! thy ſuppliant i is no more 

What once he was in happier time, 
(Illuſtrated by many a rhime) 

When, flald in every ruling art, 

Good As ſway'd his yielding heart: 
Love's champion then, and known to fame, 
He boaſted no inglorious name. 
Now, cruel mother of deſires ! 

That doubts and anxious joys inſpires, 
Ah why, ſo long diſus'd, again 
Levieſt thou thy dreadful train 
That, when in daring fights he toil'd, 
So oft his youthful ardor foil'd ? 

Oh ! let thy hoſtile fury ceaſe, 

Thy faithful veteran reſt in peace, 

In the laborious ſervice worn, 

His arms decay'd, and enſigns torn, 


* 
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Go, go, Swan-wing'd ! thro? liquid air, 
Where the bland breath of youthful pray r 


Recalls thee from the long delay, 


And, weeping, chides thee for thy ſtay. 


My lowly roof, that knows no ſtate, 
Can't entertain a gueſt ſo great : 


In P**#*#**:'s dome, majeſtick Queen, 


With better grace thou ſhalt be ſeen, 
If worthy of the Cyprian dart, 

Thou ſeek'ſt to pierce a proper heart: 
For he to noble birth has join'd 

A graceful form and gentle mind; 
And to ſubdue a virgin breaſt 

The youth with thouſand arts is bleſt; 
Nor filent in his country's cauſe, 

The anxious guardian of her laws. 
He, in thy nobleſt warfare try'd, 
Shall ſpread thy empire far and wide; 
Confirm the glories of thy reign; 
And not a glance ſhall fall in vain. 
Then, when each rival ſhall ſubmit 
The prize of beauty and of wit, 

And Riches yields to fair deſert 

The triumph of a female heart; 
Grateful thy marble form ſhall ſtand, 


Fair - breathing from the ſculptor's hand, 


Below the temple's pillar'd pride, 
Faſt by a ſacred fountain's ſide. 
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Where Tweed ſports round each winding maze, 
There ſong ſhall warble, incenſe blaze; 

Nor dumb ſhall reſt the filver lyre, 

To animate the feſtive choir. | 
There twice a-day fond boys ſhall come, , ; 
And tender virgins in their bloom, ; 
(With fearful awe and infant ſhame) 
To call upon thy hallow'd name, ; 
As thrice about the wanton round ; 
With ſnowy feet they lightly bound. | F 
or me no beauty now invites, 

Long recreant to the ſoft delights, 
Loſt to the charming arts that move, 
Ah, dare I hope a mutual love : 
The fond belief, of pleaſing pain, 
That hopes, fears, doubts, and hopes again, 
No wreaths upon my forehead bloom, 
Where flow'rs their vernal ſouls conſume. 
No more the reigning toaſt I claim: 

Tyield the fierce-contended name, 

Tho' daring once to drink all up, 

While Bacchus could ſupply the cup. 

c Farewell, deluſive, idle power! 

«« Welcome, contemplation's hour. 

c« Now, now I ſearch, neglected long, 

ce The charms that lie in moral ſong, 

«« How to aſſwage the boiling blood, 

«« The leſſons of the wiſe and good 
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«« Now with fraternal ſorrows mourn ; 

ce Now pour the tear o'er friendſhip's urn: 

ce Or higher raiſe the wiſh refin'd, 

ce The generous pray'r for human kind; 

« Or, anxious for my Britain's fate, 

« To Freedom beg a longer date, 

ee To calm her more than civil rage, 

«« And ſpare her yet one other age, 

«« Theſe, theſe the labours I purſue: 

« Fantaſtic Love! along adieu.“ 
et why, O beauteous , ou 

Heaves the long forgotten ſigh ? 

Why down my cheeks, when you appear, 

Steals drop by drop th* unbidden tear? 

Once {kill'd to breathe the anxious vow, 

Why fails my tongue its maſter now, 

And, fault'ring, dubious, ſtrives in vain 

The tender meaning to explain ? | 

Why, in the viſions of the night, 

Riſes thy image to my fight? _ 

Now ſeiz d, thy much lov'd form T hold, 

Now loſe again the tranſient fold; 

Unequal, panting far behind, 

Purſue thee fleeter than the wind, 

Whether the dear dejaſion "I 


Thro' fair Hope-park”s inchanting mare, 


Or if thy cruel Phantom glides 
Along the fwiftly running tides, 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE following Poem is rather built upon the 


groundwork of Horace, than a ſtri& imitation 


of him. All his thoughts are indeed tranſlated ; but 


ſeveral are added; which, tho' thy are not of the au- 


thor's original growth, yet tis hop'd partake ſo much 
of the nature of the ſoil, as to appear with tolerable 


grace amongſt their fellows. They ſerve to exempli- 


fy or illuſtrate the original deſign. Literal tranſlations 
of Horace ſeem to be of no uſe, as they can have no 


application to our times; a want which renders wri- 


tings that concern human life of leſs general impor- 
tance. To keep ſtrictly to the thoughts in the origi- 
nal, and yet have always in view that reference to 


one's own times, is a work of more difficulty than ſome 


imagine: Tho' this has been ſucceſsfully perform d by 
one who has long flouriſh'd at the head of the poetic 


world, yet it is not every one's talent to arrive at his 


compaſs of execution. 


Lollius, to whom this epiſtle is dedicated, ſeems 


to have been a particular favourite of our author, 
ſince he inſcribes to him one of the moſt beautiful 


odes of his fourth book, and another epiſtle. The ode 
turns upon the advantages which great actions have 


ADVERTISEMENT. rag 
in being tranſmitted to poſterity by the aid of the mu- 
ſes; and extolls Lollius as a perſon on all occaſions 
the ſame, whether in the proſperous or calamitous 
affairs of the ſtate; and of a generous and noble diſ- 
poſition. Yet this ſame Lollius, when he was ſent by 
Auguſtus along with his grandſon into Parthia, ſullied 
all thoſe honours, by plundering that province, accu- 
mulating wealth by oppreſſion, and holding a correſ- 
pondence with 'the enemy. Strange reverſe! but com- 
mon amongſt the great: for we have no reaſon to ſuſ- 
pect Horace of flattery, who was ſo delicate in the 
choice of his friends, and enjoy'd the familiarity of 
the powerful (a bleſſing rarely granted to writers) at 
the expence of no virtue. It is indeed a leſſon to the 
poets to be more ſparing in their praiſes, and not to 
laviſh ont the ſacred incenſe of the muſes on eve- 
ry thing that wears a title. But this revolution in the 
character of Lollius happened four years after the 
death of Horace. He did not ſurvive to ſee his friend 
no more the liberal genius, who was not (as he ex- 
preſſes it) afraid to periſh for his dear friends and 
country, but converted into a rapacious and abandon'd 
miniſter. He ſtill retained however ſo much of his 
former character, as to chuſe to fall a victim to his own 
conſcience, rather than ſtand the reſentments of a be- 


tray'd maſter and injur'd people. Thus we find that 


Virtue itſelf is not always a conſtant poſſeſſion, it has 
R 
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its fatal moments ; unleſs we ſuppoſe that Lolliu us was 
a perpetual diſſembler, which could not have fo long 
eſcaped the eye of ſo penetrating a judge as our author. 


I ͤ don't know if it would not be flattering poetry too 


much, to think that this change would not perhaps 
have happened had our Bard lived. Were that the 
caſe indeed, how uſeful would a poet be in a ſtate! 
but whatever might have been the caſe of old, I'm a+ 
fraid now-a-days theſe are too lofty pretenſions. 
The character of the young nobleman ruin'd by 


the vile arts of a crafty courtier, is much inlarged, as 


not unneceſſary in this age and in this country. If any 
Noble Youth, upon reading of it, is warned againſt ſo 
dangerous a commerce, the author has his aim. | 

Towards the concluſion, Horace riſes in his mo · 


ral, and falls (as he generally does) into a beautiful 


way of writing himſelf, This is natural in the epiſto- 
lary manner. When the writer turns warm, his ſenti- 
ments become more perſonal ; he annihilates the whole 
world, as it were, but himſelf and his friend: he with · 
holds nothing from him, but pours out all his ſoul 
without reſerve or reſtraint, The imitator has ven · 
tured to follow his great original in ſo dangerous a 
part of imitation. This characteriſing is of great uſe 
in poetry. From theſe internal pictures of another's 
mind, we are naturally ſet to delineate our own, and 
compare the correſponding, features together; which 


ADVERTISEMENT. izt 
produces that eminent virtue of Self-conſideration, 
the great ſupport of all the other virtues. It awakens 
likewiſe that humanity which connects us all together, 
and by which we intereſt ourſelves in one another. 
This, when felt, is what we may call reading poetry 

with taſte. | "IO 


F 
EpisrLE XVI. Book II. 1MITATED. 


v EAR Ramſay, if I know thy ſoul aright, 
Plain-dealing honeſty's thy dear delight: 

Not great, but candid born ; not rich, but free; 

Thinks kings moſt wretched, and moſt happy me: 

Thy tongue untaught to lie, thy knee to bend, 

I fear no flatt'rer where I wiſh a friend. 

As the chaſte matron's tender look and kind, 
Where fits the ſoul to ſpeak the yearning mind, 

From the falſe colouring of the wanton, ſhows 

Th' unhallow'd roſes and polluted ſnows, 

A glare of beauty, nauſeous to the ſight, 

Groſs but to feed deſire, not raiſe delight: 

So differs far, in value, uſe and end, 

The praiſing foe from the reproving friend. 

Such diſtance lies between, nay greater far, 

Who bears an honeſt heart, or bears a ſtar, 

A fault there is, but of another ſort, 

That aims by naſtineſs to make its court ; 

By downright rudeneſs wou'd attempt to pleaſe, 

And ſticks his friendſhip on your lips in greaſe : 

With him (for ſuch were Sparta'srigid rules) 

All the polite are knaves; the cleanly, fools ; 

Good humour for impertinence prevails ; 

So ſtrangely honeſt, he'll not pair his nails. 


HORACE, Erismx 18. Boox HI. 233 
Know, virtuous Sir, if not indeed a knave, 
Yet, ſordid as the thing, thou art a ſlave; 
Virtue, its own, and every plain man's guide 
Serenely walks, with vice on every ſlide, |, 
Keeps its own courſe, to its own point does bend, 
To follies deaf, that call from either end. 33 
This ſimple maxim ſhou'd a ſtateſman doubt, 
Two characters ſhall make it plainly out. 
The firſt is his, (the oppoſite of proud) 
By far more humble than a Chriſtian ſhou'd, 
Purſues, diſtaſteful of plain ſober cheer, 
Th' unhoſpitable dinner of a peer; 
Uſurps, without the talk of ſaying grace, 
The poor ſtarv'd chaplain's perquiſites and place; 
To vice gives virtue, toold age gives youth; 
So well-bred he. he never ſpoke one truth: 
With watchful eyes fits full againſt my lord, 
And catches, as it falls, each heavy word 
That, echo'd back, and ſent from lungs more able, 
Aſſumes new force, and'bandies round the table. 
All ſtare : «« Was ever thing ſo pretty {poke ?” 
You'd almoſt ſwear it was his Grace's joke. 
Yet ſuch as theſe divide the great man's ſtore, 
And flatter out the friendleſs and the poor. 
Nor leſs the fool our cenſure muſt engage, 
Whom every trifle rouſes into rage. 
He arms for all, ſo fierce the wordy war, 
Labeo far Jeſs tenacious at the bar; 
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134 HORACE, Evrrie 18. Book If. 
Words heap'd on words ſo faſt together drive, | 
Like cluſtring bees that darken from the hive, 
He fights alas! what mortal dares confute him? 
With tongue, hand, eyes, and every inch about him? 
Deny me this? ah! rather than comply 
A thing ſo plain, I'd ſooner ſtarve or die. 
But, pray; what all this mighty fury draws ? 
Say, raves the patriot o'er expiring laws ? 
Say, on th' oppreſſor does his anger fall? 
Pleads he for the diſtreſs'd, like good Newhall ? 
Againſt corruption does his vengeance riſe? 
The army? or the general exciſe ? 
On trifling themes like theſe our man is mute, 
As 8. — , if fec-leſs you preſent your ſuit. 
More ſacred truths his zealous rage ſupply ;- 
What: all acknowledge, or what all deny: 
If rogues in red are worſe than rogues in lawn; 
Or * be as great à dunce as:; 
Or-if our Hannibal's fam'd Alpineroad, 
Be thirty foot, or five and thirty broad. 

The vicious man, tho' in the worſt degree, 
His neighbour thinks more vicious {till than he. 
Is there whom lawleſs love ſhould bring togallows ? 
He cries, what vengeance waits on perjur'd fellows ? 
Ruchead, who pin'd amidſt his boundleſs ſtore, 
Cou'd wonder why rich Selkirk wiſh'd for more: 
The youthful knight, who ſquanders all away, 
On whores, on equipage, on dreſs and play; 
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The man who thirſts and hungers after gold 

The tricking tradeſman, and the merchant bold, 

Whom fear of poverty compells to fr 

Thro' ſeas, exciſemen, rocks, oaths, perjury z _ 

Start at each others crimes with pious fright 

Yet think themſelves for ever in the right. _ 

hut above all, the rogue of wealth exclaims, 

And calls the poorer ſinner filthy names; 

Tho? his foul ſoul, diſcolour'd all within, 

Has deeper drank the tincture of each fin : 

Or elſe adviſes, as the mother ſage _ 

Rebukes the hopes and torment of her age, 

(And, faith, tho inſolent of wealth, in this is 

Methinks, good friend, he talks not much amiſs) ) 

4e Yield, yield, O fool, to my ſuperior merit, 

«« Without a ſixpence thou, and fin with ſpirit; 

4 For me thoſe high adventures kept by fate; 

«« For crimes look graceful in a large eſtate : 1 

«« Then ceaſe, vain madman, and contend no more z 

cc Heav'n meant thee virtuous when it made thee poor. 
But crimes like theſe to gold we can forgive; 

What boots it how they die or how they live? 

Then weep, my friend, when wicked wealth you find, 

To change the ſpecies of the virtuous mind. 

You've doubtleſs heard how 'twas a ſtateſman's way, 

Whene'er he would oblige, that is betray, 

Invited firſt the deſtin'd prey to dine, 

Then whiſper'd in his ear, «« You muſt be fine; : 
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ec Fine cloaths, gay equipage, a ſplendid board LL 
ce Give youth a luſtre, and become a lord. 
cc Why loiter meanly in paternal grounds, 


\ 


cc Toneighbours owe thy eaſe, thy health to hounds? 


«« Go roam about in gilded chariothurl'd ; 
c Make friends of ſtrangers, child, and learn the world: 
ce Theſe kind inſtructors teach you beſt of any, 
ec The wiſe Sir William, and the good Lord Fanny.“ 
Guiltleſs he hears of penſion and of place, 
Then ſinks in honour as he ſwells in lace; 
Each hardy virtue yields, and, day by day, | 
Melt in the ſunſhine of a court away. 
At firſt (not every manful thought reſign'd). 
He wonders why he dares not tell his mind; 
Feels the laſt footſteps of retiring grace, 
And virtuous bluſhes ling'ring on his face: 
The artful tempter plies the laviſh hour, 
And works the gudgeon now within his pow'r; 
Then tips his fellow Stateſman, « He'll aſſume 
c New modes of thinking in the Drawing-room ; 
ee See idle dreams of greatneſs ſtrike his eyes, 
Ce See penſions, ribbons, coronets ariſe.” 

e The man, whom labour only could delight, 
cc Shall loiter all the day, and feaſt all night: 
c Who, mild, did once the kindeſt nature boaſt, 
cc Unmov'd ſhall riot at the orphan's coſt; _ 
c. To pleaſures vile, that health and fame deſtroy, 


te Yield the domeſtic charm, the ſocial joy, 


! 
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te See, charm'd no more with Maro's rural page, 
ce He ſlumbers over Lucan's free born rage. 
« Each action in inverted lights is ſeen; 

ce Meanneſs, frugality; and freedom, ſpleen; 
«« How fooliſh Cato! Caeſar how divine! © 
e In ſpite of Tully, friend to Catiline,” 

Thus to each fair idea long unknown, 
The ſlave of each man's vices and his own, 
Inroll'd a member of the hireling tribe, 

He tow'rs to villany's laſt act, a bribe, 

And turns, to make his ruin'd fortunes clear, 
Or gameſter, bully, jobber, pimp, or peer; 

Till, late refracted thro” a purer air, 

The beams of royal fayour fall elſewhere: 

Lo, vile, obſcure he ends his buſtling day, 

All ſtain'd the luſtre of his orient ray; 

And envies, poor, unpity'd, ſcorn'd by all, 
Marchmont the glories of a gen'rous fall. 

Such ſad examples can this land afford? 

Why tis the hiſtory of many a Lord. 

But you, perhaps, think odd whate'er I ſay; 
Yet drink with ſuch originals each day. 
'Then cenſure we no more, too daring friend, 
Whom Scandalum Magnatum may offend, 
How poor a figure ſhould a poet make, 

Taken into cuſtody for ſcribbling's ſake ? 
Ah how! (you know the muſes never pay) 


With all his verſes earn five pounds a-day ? 
8 = 
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Leave we to Pope each knave of high degree, 
Sing we ſuch rules as ſuit or you or me. 
Then, firſt, into no others ſecrets pry; 
To ſuch be deaf your ear, be blind your eye: 
Of theſe, unaſk'd, why ſhou'd you claim a ſhare ? 
But keep theſe ſafe intruſted to your care: | 
For this, beware the cunning low deſign, 
That takes advantage of your rage or wine; 
For rage no pariſe of cooler thought affords, 
Is raſh, intemp'rate, headlong in its words. 
Lock faſt your lips, then, guard whate'er you ſay, 
Leſt in the fit of paſſion you betray ; 
And dread the wretch, who boaſts the fatal pow'r 
To cheat in friendſhip's unſuſpecting hour. 

| There is a certain pleaſing force, that binds, 
Faſter than chains do ſlaves, two willing minds. 
Tempers oppos'd each other may controul, 
And melt two varying natures in one ſoul. 
This made two brothers diff rent humours hit, 
Tho? one had probity, and one had wit. 
Of ſober manners this, and plain good ſenſe, 
Avoided cards, wine, company, expence; 
Safe from the tempting fatal ſex withdrew, 
Nor made advances further than a bow. 

A diffrent train of life his twin purſues ; 
Lov'd pictures, books, (nay authors write) the ſtews, 
A miſtreſs, op'ra, play, each darling theme; 

To ſcribble, above all, his joy ſupreme. 
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Muſt theſe two brothers always meet to ſcold, 
Or quarrel, like to Jove's fam'd twins of old? 
Each yielding, mutual, could each other pleaſe, 
And drew life's yoke with tolerable eaſe: 
This thinking mirth not always in the wrong, 
Wou'd ſometimes condeſcend to hear a ſong; 
And that, fatigu'd with his exalted fits, 
His beauties, gewgaws, whirlegigs and wits, 
Would leave them all, far happier, to regale 
With proſe and friendſhip o'er a pot of ale. 
Then to thy friend's opinion ſometimes yield, 
And ſeem to loſe, altho' thou gainſt the field; 
Nor, proud that thy ſuperior ſenſe be ſhown, 
Rail at his ſtudies, and extoll your own. 

For when Aurora weeps the balmy dew, 
(And dreams, as rev'rend dreamers tell, are true) 
Sir George my ſhoulder flaps, juſt in the time 
When ſame rebellious word conſents to rhime ; 
Sudden my verſes take the rude alarm, 
New-coin'd, and from the mint of fancy warm : 
I ſtart, I ſtare, I queſtion with my eyes; 
At once the whole poetic viſion flies. - | 
Up, up, exclaims the Knight; the ſeaſon fair; 
See how ſerene the ſky, how calm the air; 
Hark! from the hills the chearful horns rebound, 
And Eccho propagates the jolly ſound; 
The certain hound in thought his prey purſues, 
The ſcent lies warm, and loads the tainted dews, 
| 2 
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J quit my couch, and chearfully obey, 
Content to let the younker have his way; 
I mount my courſer, fleeter than the wind, 
And leave the rage of poetry behind. ; 
But when, the day in healthful labour loſt, 

We eat our ſupper earn'd at common coſt ; . 
When each frank tongue ſpeaks out without controul, 
And the free heart expatiates o'er the bowl; 
Tho' all love proſe, my poetry finds grace, 

And, pleas'd, I chant the glories of the chaſe. 
Of old, when Scotia's ſons for empire fought, 

Ere av'rice had debas'd each gen'rous thought, 
Ere yet, each manlier exerciſe forgot, 

One half had learn'd to doſe, one half to Vote, 
Fach hardy toil confirm'd their dawning age, 


And mimic fights inſpir'd to martial rage: 


*Twas theirs with certain ſpeed the dart to ſend, 
With youthful force the ſtubborn yew to bend; 
O'ercame with early arm the fierceſt floods, 

Or rang'd 'midſt chilling ſnows the pathleſs woods; 
Toil'd for the ſavage boar on which they fed: 
*Twas thus the chief of Bannockburn was bred : 
That gave (not then quite poliſh'd from the kind) 
Strength to the limbs, and vigour to the mind. 
The ſmiling dame, in thoſe victorious days, 

Was woo'd by valour, not ſeduc'd by praiſe; - 
Who ne'er did fears, but for her country, feel, 
And never ſaw her lover, but in ſteel ; | 
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Could make a Douglas' ſtubborn boſom yield, 
And ſend her Hero raging to the field; 
Heard kind the honeſt warrior's one- tongu dv vow, 
Pleas'd with a genuine heart, is H®*® is now. 
How would the gen'rous lafs reſent to ſee = 
An eſſenc'd fopling puling o'er his tea; 
Ah how, diſtaſteful of the mimic ſhow, 
Diſdain the falſe appearance, as a foe ! 
To greet, unfolding ev'ry ſocial charm, 
Her ſoldier from the field of glory warm. 

But now, alas! theſe gen'rous aims are o'er; 
Fach foe inſults, and Britain fights no more. 
Yet humbler taſks may claim the patriot's toil ; 
Who aids her laws no more, may mend her ſoil. 
Since, to be happy, Man muſt ne'er be ſtill, 

Th' Internal Void let peaceful labours fill; 
When kind amuſements hours of fame employ, 
The working mind ſubſides to ſober joy: 
Behold, in fair autumnal honours ſpread, 

The wheaten garland wreath the lanrel'd head; 
Where ſtagnant waves did in dull lakes appear, 
Rich harveſts wave, the bounty of the year; 
In barren heaths, where ſummer never ſmil d, 
The rural city riſes o'er the wild ; 

Along the cool canal, or ſhooting grove, 

Diſport the ſons of mirth and gameſome love. 

It now remains I counſel, if indeed 
My counſel, friend, can ſtand thee ought in ſtead, 
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Judge well of whom you ſpeak ; nor will you find 

'Tis always ſafe to tell each man your mind, | 

Even honeſty regard to ſafety we 

Nor need it publiſh all it thinks and knows, 

Th' eternal queſt'ner ſhun : a certain rule, 

There is no blab like to the queſt ning fool; 

Even ſcarce before you turn yourſelf about, 

His leaky ears to the laſt word run out; 

The word elanc'd no longer we controul, 

Once ſally d forth, it burſts from pole to pole. 
Guard well your heat, ah! ſtill be beauty-proof 

Beneath fair friendſhip's venerable roof, 

What tho ſhe ſhines the brighteſt of the fair, 

A form even ſuch as Wallace ſelf might wear 

What tho? no rocks, nor marble arm her breaſt, 

A yielding Helen to her Trojan gueſt, 

The dangerous combat fly: why would(t thou gain 

A ſhameful conqueſt won by years of pain? 

For know, the ſhort-liv'd guilty rapture paſt, 

Reflection comes, and comes a judge at laſt : 

Tis that avenges (ſuch its pointed ſtings) 

The poor man's cauſe on ſtateſmen and on kings, 

To praiſe aright, is ſure no eaſy art; 

Yet prudence here directs the wiſe-man's part. 

Let long experience then confirm the friend, 

Dive to his depth of foul, ere you commend, 

Should you extoll the fool but ſlightly known, 

Guiltleſs you bluſh for follies not your own. 
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Alaſs ! we err: for villains can betray, | 

Or gold corrupts the ſaint of yeſterday. 

Then yield, convicted by the public voice, 

And frankly own the weakneſs of your choice; 
So greater credit ſhall your judgment gain, 
When you defend the worth that knaves arraingz 
Whoſe ſoul ſecure, confiding in your aid, 
Hopes the kind ſhelter of yout friendly ſhade; 
When envy on his ſpotleſs name ſhall fall, 
| Whoſe venom'd tooth corrupts and blackens all. 
This mutual help the kindred virtues claim; 
For calumny eats on from Fame to Fame, 
When o'er thy neighbour's roof the flames aſpire, 
Say, claims it not thy care to quench the ſire? 
When envy rages, {mall the ſpace betwixt, 

tn worth ally'd, thy character is next. 

Fir'd at the firſt with what the great impart, 
Frank we give way, and yield up all the heart. 
How ſweet the converſe of the Potent Friend! 
How charming, when the mighty condeſcend ! 
The ſmile ſo affable, the courtly word !.—. 

And, as we would a miſtreſs, truſt a Lord. 

Th' experienc'd dread the cheat; with prudent care 
Diſtruſt alike the powerful and the fair. 

Thou, when thy veſſel flies before the wind, 

Think on the peaceful port thou left behind; 

Tho! all ſerene, yet bear a humble fail, 

Leaſt veering greatneſs ſhift the treach'rous gale, 
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How various man ! yet ſuch is nature's laws, 
With pow'rful force each diff rent humour draws : 
The grave the chearful hate; theſe hate the ſad; 
Your ſober wiſe-man thinks the wit quite mad; 
He, happy too in wit's inverted rule, | 
Thinks-every ſober wiſe-man more than fool; 
Whoſe active mind from toil to toil can run, 
And join the riſing to the ſetting ſun, 

Like Philip's ſon forfame, purſuing gains 

While yet one penny unſubdu'd remains, - 
Admires how lovers waſte th' inactive day, 

Sigh, *midſt-the fair, their gentle ſouls away. 
The tuneful bard, who boaſts his vary'd ſtrains, 
Shares with thelark the glory of the plains, 
Whoſe life th' impreſſion of no ſorrow knows, 
So ſmoothly calm, he ſcarcely feels it flows, . 

In vocal woods each fond conceit purſues, 
Pleas'd with the gingling bauble of a muſe, 

Pities the toiling madman's airy ſcheme, 

When greatneſs ſickens o'er th ambitious dream 
Each boon companion, who the night prolongs, 
In noiſe and rapture, feſtivals and ſongs, 
Condemns the graver mortal for an aſs, 

Who dares refuſe his bumper and his laſs ; 

Still urging on, what boots it that you ſwear 

You dread the vapours and nocturnal air, 5 
Yet grant a little to the ſocial vine, 

Full on the friend with cloudleſs viſage ſhine, 
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Oft ſullen ſilence ſpeaks a want of ſenſe, 
Or folly lurks beneath the wile pretence. 
Is there ſevere, who baulks the genial hour? 
He's not ſo ſober, were he not ſo ſour, 
But above all, I charge thee o'er and o'er, 
Fair peace thro all her ſecret haunts explore 
Conſult the learn'd in life, (theſe beſt adviſe) 
The good in this, more knowing than the wiſe, 
Their ſacred ſcience learn, and what the art 
To guard the allies of th* impetuous heart; 
With temper due th' internal poiſe to keep, 
Not ſoaring impudent, nor ſervile creep; 
How ſure thyſelf, thy friends, thy God to pleaſe, 
Firm health without, within unſhaken peace; 
Leſt poor deſire, ſtill making new demands, 
Should raiſe new foes unnumber'd on thy hands: 
Or hope or fear inſpire th* unmanly groan, 
For things of little uſe, perhaps of none: 
Who belt can purchaſe Virtue's righteous dow'r, 
The Sage with wiſdom, and the King with pow'r : 
Or if the mighty bleſſing ſtands confin'd, 
To the chaſte nature and the heav'n-taught mind: 
And chief th' important leſſon wile attend, 
What makes thee to thyſelf thyſelf's beſt friend: 
If gold a pure tranquillity beſtows, _ 
Or greatneſs can inſure a night's repoſe; 
Or mult we ſeek it in the ſecret road ; 
That leads thro” virtue to the peaceful God; 
T 
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A ſhaded walk, where, ſeparate from the throng, 
We ſteal thro' life all unperceiv'd along. 

For me, afraid of life's tempeſtuous gale, 
I make to port, and croud on all my fail. 

Soon may the peaceful grove and ſhelter'd ſeat 
Receive me weary in the kind retreat; 

Bleſt if my ** be the deſtin'd ſhade, 

Where childhood ſported, of no ills afraid, 

Ere youth full-fumm'd its daring wing difplay'd. 
That often eroſt by life's inteſtine war, 

Foreſaw that day of triumph from afar, 

When warring paſſions mingling in the fray, 
Miſled the youthful wand'rer from his way: 
That, recollecting the ſhort error, mourn'd, 
And duteous to the warning voice return'd. 
No more the paſlions hurrying into ſtrife, 
My foul enjoys the gentler calms of life. 

Like * Tityrus, bleſs'd among the rural ſhades, 
Whoſe hallow'd round no guilty wiſh invades; 
No joy tumultuous, no depreſſing care; 
Content the better F Amaryllis there; 


* Tityre, tu, patulae recubans ſub tegmine fagi, 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllida ſylvas. 
Thou, Tityrus, beneath the beech diſplay'd, 
Reſound'ſt thy Amaryllis thro? the ſhade. 
+ The fair ſhepherdeſs; in to conſiſt the felicity of his 
the celebrating of whoſe name happy ſhepherd. But the i- 
on the flute, the contemplation mitator here gives the pre- 
of nature, and the care of his ference to a nobler Nymph, 
flocks, the Rural Poet makes 
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Where ſilver Forth each fair meander leads 

Thro' breathing harveſts and empurpl'd meads ; 
Whoſe ruſſet ſwains enjoy the golden dream, 

And thankful bleſs the plenty-giving ſtream. 

There youth, convinc'd, foregoes each daring 8 
And ſettling manhood takes a ſurer aim; 

Till, age accompliſh late the fair deſign, 

And calm poſſeſs the good, if age be mine. 

What thinkſt thou, then, my friend, ſhall be my cares, 
My daily ſtudies, and my nightly pray'rs ? 

Of the propitious Pow'r this boon I crave, 

Still to preſerve the little that I have; 

Nor yet repugnance at the lot expreſs, 

Should Fate decree that little to be leſs 

That what remains of life to Self I live, 

If life indeed has any more to give; 

Or if the fug'tive will po longer ſtay, 

To part as friends ſhould do, and ſlip away: 

| Thankful to heav'n, or for the good ſupply d, 

To heav'n ſubmiſſive for the good deny'd, 
Renounce the houſhold charm, a bliſs divine ! 
Heav'n never meant for me, and I reſign : 

In other joys th' allotted. hours improve, 

And gain in friendſhip what was loſt in love : 

Some comfort ſnatch'd, as each vain year return'd, 
When nature ſuffer'd, or when friendſhip mourn'd, 
Of all that ſtock, ſo cruelly bereft, 
Once youth's proud boaſt, alas ! the little e,; 
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Theſe friends, in youth beloy'd, in manhood try'd, 

Age mult not change thro' avarice or pride: 

For me let Wiſdom's ſacred fountain flow, 

The cordial draught that ſweetens every woe; 

Let Fortune kind the Juſt Enough provide, 

Nor dubious float on Hope's uncertain tide; 

Add thoughts compos'd, affections ever even. 

Thus far ſuffices to have alk'd of heaven, 

Who in the diſpenſations of a day, 

Grants life, grants death; now gives, now takes away; 

To ſcaffolds oft the ribbon'd ſpoiler brings; 

Takes power from ſtateſmen, and their thrones n 
Kings; 

From the unthankful heart the bliſs 3 

But leaves the man of worth {till bleſs'd indeed: 

Be life heav'n's gift, be mine the care to find 

Still equal to itſelf the ballanc'd mind; 

Fame, beauty, wealth forgot, each human toy, 

With thoughtful quiet pleas'd, and virtuous joy; 

In theſe, and theſe alone, ſupremely bleſt, 

When fools and madmen ſcramble for the reſt, 
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